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LETTER    L 

MR.  POPE  TO  EDWARD  BLOUNT,  ESQ^ 

Auguft  27,  1 7 14. 
TXThatever  ftudies  on  the  one  hand,  or  amufe- 
ments  on  the  other,  it  fhall  be  my  fortune  to 
fall  Into,  I  fhall  be  equally  incapable  of  forgetting  you 
in  any  of  them.  The  talk  I  undertook',  though  of 
weight  enough  in  itfelf,  has  had  a  voluntary  increafe 
by  the  enlarging  my  defign  of  the  Notes;  and  the 
neceffity  of  confulting  a  number  of  books  has  car- 
ried me  to  Oxford:  But  I  fear,  through  my  Lord 
Harcourt*s  and  Dr.  Clarke's  means,  I  fhall  be  more 
converfant  with  the  pleafures  and  company  of  the 
place,  than  with  the  books  and  manufcripts  of  it. 

I  find  flill  more  reafon  to  complain  of  the  negli- 
gence of  the   Geographers  *    in   their  Maps  of  old 

Greece, 

^  The  Tranflation  of  Homer's  Iliad.  P. 

*  The  learned  and  entertaining  Mr.  Woocly  in  his  difcourfe   on 
the  criminal  genius  of  Homer,  cenfures  the  inaccuracies'  of  this 
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Greece,  fmcc  I  lookctl  upon  two  or  three  more  noted 
names  in  the  public  libraries  here.  But  with  all  the 
care  I  am  capable  ol,  I  have  fome  caufe  to  fear 
the  engraver  will  prejudice  me  in  a  few  fituations.  i 
have  been  forced  to  write  to  him  in  fo  high  a  ftyle, 
that,  were  my  epiflles  intercepted,  it  would  raife  no 
fmall  admiration  in  an  ordinary  man.  There  is  fcarce 
an  order  in  it  of  lefs  importance,  than  to  remove  fuch 
and  fuch  mountains,  alter  the  courfc  of  fuch  and  fuch 
rivers,  place  a  large  city  on  fuch  a  coafl:,  and  raze  an- 
other in  another  country.  I  have  fet  bounds  to  the 
fea,  and  faid  to  the  land.  Thus  far  fhalt  thou  advance 
and  no  further  ^  In  the  mean  time,  I,  who  talk  and 
command  at  this  rate,  am  in  danger  of  lofmg  my 
horfc,  and  fland  in  fome  fear  of  a  country  Juflice  \ 
To  difarm  me  indeed  may  be  but  prudential,  confi- 
dering  what  armies  I  have  at  prefent  on  foot,  and  in 
my  fervicc ;  a  hundred  thoufand  Grecians  are  no 
contemptible  body  j  for  all  that  I  can  tell,  they  may 

be 

Map  which  Pope  hinifclf  drew  to  be  prefixed  to  his  Homer. 
Among  other  things,  he  fays,  "  that  fo  capital  an  error,  for  in- 
flancc,  as  that  of  difcharging  the  Scamaiuhr  into  the  JF.gean  Sea, 
I'nilcad  of  the  Hcllcfpont,  is  a  ftriking  fpecimen  of  the  carelcfs,  and 
fuperficial  manner,  in  which  this  matter  has  been  treated."  And 
he  adds,  "  the  tranflator  is  as  inconfiftent,  fometinus,  with  his 
own  incorrcift  Map,  as  both  he  and  his  Map  are  wiih  tlic  real 
fituatlon  of  the  ground."  Thcfe  remarks  are  more  vahiahlc,  be- 
caufe  they  were  made  by  i\\\  a^cuviit^-  o!irir\cr,  on  the  liiot,  uitli 
Homer  in  his  hand. 

**  This  rtlates  to  the  NLm  oi  ;iikkii»  vrnnc,  laid  down  iiy  our 
Author  in  his  obfervationi^  on  the  fecond  Iliad.  P. 

'  Some  of  the  Laws  were,  at  this  time,  put  in  force  againll;  the 
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be  as  formidable  as  four  thoufand  Priefts;  and  they 
fcem  proper  forces  to  fend  againfl  thofe  in  Barcelona. 
That  fiege  deferves  as  fine  a  poern  as  the  Iliad,  and 
the  machining  part  of  poetry  would  be  the  jufter  in 
it,  as,  they  fay,  the  inhabitants  expect  Angels  from 
heaven  to  their  affiftance.  May  I  venture  to  fay  who 
am  a  Papifl,  and  fay  to  you  who  are  a  Papift,  that 
nothing  is  more  aftonifhing  to  me,  than  that  People 
fo  greatly  warmed  with  a  fenfe  of  Liberty,  fhould  be 
capable  of  harbouring  fuch  weak  fuperftition,  and 
that  fo  much  bravery,  and  fo  much  folly  can  inhabit 
the  fame  breafts? 

I  could  not  but  take  a  trip  to  London  on  the  death 
of  the  Queen,  moved  by  the  common  curiofity  of 
mankind,  who  leave  their  own  bufmefs  to  be  looking 
upon  other  men's.  I  thank  God,  that,  as  for  myfelf, 
I  am  below  all  the  accidents  of  ftate-changes  by  my 
circumftances,  and  above  them  by  my  philofophy. 
Common  charity  of  man  to  man,  and  univerfal  good- 
will to  all,  are  the  points  I  have  moft  at  heart;  and  I 
am  fure,  thofe  are  not  to  be  broken  for  the  fake  of 
any  governors,  or  government.  I  am  willing  to  hope 
the  bell,  and  Vv^hat  I  more  wifh  than  my  own  or  any 
particular  man's  advancement,  is,  that  this  turn  may 
put  an  end  entirely  to  the  divifions  of  Whig  and 
Tory ;  that  the  parties  may  love  each  other  as  well  as 
I  love  them  both,  or  at  leafl  hurt  each  other  as  little 
as  I  would  either :  and  that  our  own  people  may  live 
as  quietly  as  we  fliall  certainly  let  theirs ;  that  is  to 

B  3  fay. 
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fay,  that  want  of  power  itfelf  in  us  may  not  be  a  furcr 
prevention  of  harm,  than  want  of  will  in  them.  1 
am  fure,  if  all  AVhigs  and  all  Tories  had  the  fpirit  of 
one  Roman  Catholic  that  I  know,  it  would  be  well 
for  all  Roman  Catholics;  and  if  all  Roman  Catho- 
lics had  always  had  that  fpirit,  it  had  been  well  for  all 
others;  and  wc  had  never  been  charged  with  fo 
wicked  a  fpirit  as  that  of  Perfecution. 

I  agree  with  you  in  my  fentiments '  of  the  flate  oi 
our  nation  fmce  this  change  ;  I  find  myfelf  juft  in  the 
fame  fituation  of  mind  you  defcribe  as  your  own, 
heartily  \^'ifhing  the  good,  that  is,  the  quiet  of  in\ 
Countr)-,  and  hoping  a  total  end  of  all  the  unhapn\ 
di\4(ions  of  mankind  by  party-fpirit,  which  at  bed  i^ 
but  the  madnefs  of  many  for  the  gain  o^  a  few. 

1  am,  etc. 


LETTTER     II. 

FROM     MR.     BLOUNT. 

T  T  Is  with  a  great  deal  of  pleafure  I  fee  your  letter, 
dear  Sir,  written  in  a  flyle  that  (hews  you  full  of 
health,  and  in  the  midft  of  diverfions :  I  think  thofe 
two  things  necefTar)'  to  a  man  who  has  fuch  under- 
takings in  hand  as  yours.  All  lovers  of  Homer  are 
indebted  to  you  for  taking  fo  much  pains  about  thj 

fituation 

•   Thefc  liberal  and  candid  fcntimenti  do  honour  to  his  temper 
and  judgment. 
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fituation  of  his  Heroes*  kingdoms ;  it  will  not  only 
be  of  great  ufe  \dth  regard  to  his  works,  but  to  all 
that  read  any  of  the  Greek  hiflorians ;  who  gene- 
rally are  ill  underflood  through  the  difference  of 
the  maps  as  to  the  places  they  treat  of,  which  makes 
one  think  one  author  contradicts  another.  You  are 
going  to  fet  us  right ;  and  it  is  an  advantage  every 
body  will  gladly  fee  you  engrofs  the  glory  of. 

You  can  draw  rules  to  be  free  and  eafy,  from 
formal  pedants ;  and  teach  men  to  be  fhort  and  per- 
tinent, from  tedious  commentators.  However,  I 
congratulate  your  happy  deliverance  from  fuch  au- 
thors, as  you  (with  all  your  humanit}'^)  cannot  wifh 
alive  again  to  converfe  with.  Critics  will  quarrel 
with  you,  if  you  dare  to  pleafe  without  their  leave ; 
and  Zealots  will  fhrug  up  their  flioulders  at  a  man, 
that  pretends  to  get  to  Heaven  out  of  their  form, 
drefs,  and  diet.  I  would  no  more  make  a  judgment 
of  an  author's  genius  from  a  damning  critic,  than 
I  would  of  a  man's  religion  from  an  unfaving 
zealot. 

I  could  take  great  delight  in  affording  you  the 
new  glory  of  making  a  Barceloniad  (if  I  may  ven- 
ture to  coin  fuch  a  word) :  I  fancy  you  would  find 
a  jufler  parallel  than  it  feems  at  firfl  fight ;  for  the 
Trojans  too  had  a  great  mixture  of  folly  with  their 
bravery ;  and  I  am  out  of  countenance  for  them 
when  I  read  the  wife  refult  of  their  council,  where, 
after  a  warm   debate   between   i^bitenor   and   Paris 

B  4  about 
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about  reftoring  Helen,  Priam  fagely  determines  that 
they  (hall  go  to  fuppcr.  And  as  for  the  Greeks, 
what  can  equal  their  fuperftition  in  facrificing  an  in- 
nocent lady. 

Tantum  Relligio  potuit,  etc. 

T  liave  a  good  opinion  of  my  politics,  fince  they 
agl-ee  \\\\\\  a  m:in  who  ahvavs  thinks  fo  juflly  as  you. 
I  wifli  it  were  in  our  powcl"  to  perfuade  all  the  nation 
into  as  calm  and  flcady  a  difpofition  of  mind. 

We  have  received  the  late  melancholy  news  with 
the  ufual  ceremony,  of  condoling  in  one  breath  for 
the  lofs  of  a  gracious  Queen,  and  in  anothci'  re- 
joicing for  an  illuflrious  King.  My  views  carry  mc 
no  further,  than  to  wifli  the  peace  and  welfare  of 
my  Country ;  and  my  morals  and  politics  teach  to 
leave  all  that  to  be  adjufled  by  our  reprefentatives 
above,  and  to  divine  Providence.  It  is  much  at  one 
to  you  and  me,  who  fit  at  the  helm,  provided  they 
will  permit  us  to  fail  quietly  in  the  great  (hip.  Am- 
bition is  a  vice  that  is  timely  mortified  in  us  poor 
Papifls ;  we  ought  in  recompence  to  cultivate  as 
many  \irtues  in  ourfelves  as  we  can,  that  wc  may 
be  truly  great.  Among  my  Ambitions,  that  of  be- 
ing a  finccre  friend  is  one  of  the  chief;  yet  I  will 
confcfs,  that  I  have  a  fccrct  plcafure  to  have  fomc 
of  my  defcendants  know,  that  their  Anceflor  was 
great  with  INIr.  Pope. 

1  am,  etc. 
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LETTER     IIL 

FROM    MR.    BLOUNT. 

Nov.  II,  171^. 
T  T  Is  an  agreement  of  long  date  between  you  and  me, 

that  you  fhould  do  with  my  letters  jufl  as  you 
pleafed,  and  anfwer  them  at  your  leifure;  and  that 
is  as  foon  as  I  lliall  think  you  ought.  I  have  fo  true 
a  tafle  of  the  fubllantial  part  of  your  friendfliip,  that 
I  wave  all  ceremonials ;  and  I  am  fure  to  make  you 
as  many  vifits  as  I  can,  and  leave  you  to  return 
them  whenever  you  pleafe,  afluring  you  they  fhall 
at  all  times  be  heartily  welcome  to  me. 

The  many  alarms  we  have  from  your  parts,  have 
no  effeft  upon  the  genius  that  reigns  in  our  country, 
which  is  happily  turned  to  preferve  peace  and  quiet 
among  us.  What  a  difmal  fcene  has  there  been 
opened  in  the  North  !  what  ruin  have  thofe  unfor- 
tunate ralh  gentlemen  drawn  upon  themfelves  and  their 
miferable  followers,  and  perchance  upon  many  others 
too,  who  upon  no  account  would  be  their  followers? 
However,  it  may  look  ungenerous  to  reproach  peo- 
ple in  diflrefs.  I  don't  remember  you  and  I  ever 
ufed  to  trouble  ourfelves  about  politics,  but  when 
any  matter  happened  to  fall  into  our  difcourfe,  we 
ufed  to  condemn  all  undertakings  that  tended  to- 
wards  the  difturbing  the   peace  and   quiet  of  our 

Country, 
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Country,  as  contrary  to  the  notions  \vc  had  ol 
morality  and  reh'gion,  which  oblige  us  on  no  pre- 
tence whatfocver  to  violate  the  laws  of  charity. 
How  many  lives  have  there  been  lofl  in  hot  blood, 
and  how  many  more  are  there  like  to  be  taken  ofV 
in  cold  ?  If  the  broils  of  the  nation  affect  you, 
come  down  to  me,  and  though  we  are  farmers, 
you  know  Eumeus  made  his  friends  welcome.  You 
Ihall  here  worfliip  the  Echo  at  your  eafe  ;  indeed 
we  are  forced  to  do  fo,  becaufe  we  can't  hear  the 
firft  report,  and  therefore  are  obliged  to  liften  to  the 
fecond  ;  which,  for  fecurity  fake,  I  do  not  always 
believe  neither. 

It  is  a  great  many  years  fmce  I  fell  in  love  with 
the  chara6ler  of  Pomponius  Atticus*  :  I  longed  to 
imitate  him  a  Httle,  and  have  contrived  hitherto  to 
be,  hke  him,  engaged  in  no  party,  but  to  be  a  faith- 
ful friend  to  fome  in  both  :  I  find  myfelf  very  well 
in  this  w^ay  hitherto,  and  live  in  a  certain  peace  of 
mind  by  it,  which,  I  am  perfuaded,  brings  a  man  more 
content  than  all  the  perquifites  of  wild  ambition. 
I  with  pleafure  join  with  you  in  wifliing,  nay  I  am  not 
afliamed  to  fay,  in  praying  for  the  welfare  temporal 
and  eternal  of  all  mankind.  How  much  more  aftec- 
tionately  then  fhall  I  do  fo  for  you,  fince  I  am  in  a 
moft  particular  manner,  and  with  all  fmcerity, 

Your,  etc. 

*  Is  the  cliarafter  of  a  man  fo  cold  and  indiffcR-nt  to  the  ftatc 
of  public  affairs,  patrix  tempore  iniquo,  as  was  Atticus,  dtfcning 
ilie  praiics  btlhnvcJ  on  him  ? 
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LETTER     IV. 

Jan.  21,  1715-16. 

T  KNOW  of  nothing  that  will  be  fo  interefting  to  you 
at  prefent,  as  fome  circumftances  of  the  lafl:  acl  of 
that  eminent  comic  poet,  and  our  friend,  Wycherley. 
He  had  often  told  me,  as  I  doubt  not  he  did  all  his 
acquaintance,  that  he  would  marry  as  foon  as  his  life 
was  defpaired  of:  Accordingly  a  few  days  before  his 
death  he  underwent  the  ceremony ;  and  joined  to- 
gether thofe  two  facraments  which,  wife  men  fay, 
fliould  be  the  lafl  we  receive ;  for,  if  you  obferve. 
Matrimony  is  placed  after  Extreme  unclion  In  our 
Catechifm,  as  a  kind  of  hint  of  the  order  of  time  in 
which  they  are  to  be  taken.  The  old  man  then  lay 
down,  fatlsfied  in  the  confcience  of  having  by  this 
one  a6l  paid  his  juft  debts,  obliged  a  woman,  who 
(he  was  told)  had  merit,  and  fhewn  an  heroic  refent- 
ment  of  the  ill-ufage  of  his  next  heir.  Some  hun- 
dred pounds  which  he  had  with  the  Lady,  difcharged 
thofe  debts  ;  a  jointure  of  four  hundred  a  year  made 
her  a  recompence ;  and  the  nephew  he  left  to  com- 
fort himfelf  as  well  as  he  could,  with  the  miferable 
remains  of  a  mortgaged  eftate.  I  faw  our  friend 
twice  after  this  was  done,  lefs  peevifh  in  his  ficknefs 
than  he  ufed  to  be  in  his  health  ;  neither  much  afraid 
of  dying,  .nor  (which  in  him  had  been  more  likely) 
much  afhanjed  of  marrying.  The  evening  before  he 
I  expired. 
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expired,  he  called  his  young  wife  to  the  bcdfide,  ami 
carneftly  entreated  her  not  to  deny  him  one  requelt, 
the  hill  he  ihould  make.  Upon  her  aflurances  of 
confenting  to  it,  he  told  her,  "  My  dear,  it  is  only 
"  this,  that  you  will  never  marry  an  old  man  again.'* 
I  cannot  help  remarking,  that  ficknefs,  which  often 
deftroys  both  wit  and  willlom,  yet  leldom  has  power 
to  remove  that  talent  which  we  call  Humour "  :  Mr. 
Wycherley  fliewed  his,  even  in  this  laft  compliment : 
though  I  think  his  requefl  a  little  hard,  for  why 
Ihould  he  bar  her  from  doubling  her  jointure  on  the 
fame  eafy  terms  ? 

So  trivial  as  thefe  circumilances  are,  I  fhould  not 
be  difpleafed  myfelf  to  know  fuch  trifles,  when  they 
concern  or  charafterife  any  eminent  perfon.  The 
wifeft  and  wittieft  of  men  are  feldom  wifer  or  \\  ittier 
than  others  in  thefe  fober  moments :  At  leaR,  our 
friend  ended  much  in  the  character  he  had  lived  in  : 
And  Horace's  rule  for  a  play,  may  as  well  be  applied 
to  him  as  a  play-wright, 

Servetur  nj  Imum 
Quails  nb  inceptu  proccllcrit,  ct  fibi  cor.flet. 

I  am,  etc. 

*   An  obfcrvalioii  founUcJ  on  a  deep  knowkdgc  of  luimait 
•  nature. 
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LETTER     V. 

Feb.  10,  1715-16. 

JAM  juft  returned  from  the  country,  whither  Mr. 
Rowe  accompanied  me,  and  paflfed  a  week  In  the 
Forefl.  L  need  not  tell  you  how  much  a  man  of  his 
turn  *  entertained  me  ;  but  I  mufl  acquaint  you  there 
is  a  vivacity  and  gaiety  of  difpofition  almoft  peculiar 
to  him,  which  make  it  impoflible  to  part  from  him 
without  that  uneafmefs  which  generally  fucceeds  all 
our  pleafures.  I  have  been  juft  taking  a  folitary  walk 
by  moon-fhine,  full  of  reflections  on  the  tranfitory 
nature  of  all  human  delights  ;  and  giving  my  thoughts 
a  loofe  in  the  contemplation  of  thofe  fatisfaftions 
which  probably  we  may  hereafter  tafte  in  the  com- 
pany of  feparate  fplrits,    \^hen  we  fliall   range  the 

walks 

*  During  this  vifit,  it  is  faid,  that  Pope  defired  him  to  write  a 
Tragedy  on  the  Death  of  Charles  the  Firft ;  which  he  dedined, 
on  account  of  the  recency  of  the  event,  and  the  ftate  of  parties  in 
this  country.  At  the  fame  time,  alfo,  Pope  recommended  to  him, 
as  another  good  fubjeft  for  the  Drama,  the  Story  of  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots  ;  *'  Which,  if  I  undertake,"  faid  Rowe,  "  I  will  by  no 
means  introduce  Queen  Elizabeth  ;  for  where  fhe  appears,  all  the 
Queens  and  Heroines  upon  earth  will  make  but  a  httle  figure." 
He  preferred,  and  I  think  injudicioufly,  his  Tragedy  of  Tamer- 
lane to  all  his  other  pieces.  As  Bajazet  was  intended  to  reprefent 
Louis  XIV.  this  play  was  not  permitted  to  be  afted,  during  the 
latter  part  of  Queen  Ann's  reign,  though  conilantly  applauded 
and  called  for,  till  17 10.  It  is  truly  mortifying  to  hear  it  faid, 
that  a  m.an  of  fo  gentle,  engaging,  and  tender  a  difpofition,  had 
no  heart,  and  no  fincerity  in  his  friendfliips  ;  and  that  even  Ad- 
difon  held  this  unfavourable  opinion  of  him. 


14  LETTERS   TO   AND 

walks  above,  aiid  perhaps  gaze  on  this  world  at  as 
vafl  a  diflance  as  we  now  do  on  thofc  worlds.  The 
plcafurcs  we  are  to  enjoy  in  that  converfation  mufl  un- 
doubtedly be  of  a  noble  kind,  and  (not  unlikely)  may 
proceed  from  the  difccveries  each  fhall  communicate 
to  another,  of  God  and  of  Nature  ;  for  the  happinefs 
of  minds  can  furely  be  nothing  but  knowledge. 

The  highefl  gratification  we  receive  here  from 
company  is  Mirth,  which  at  the  bed  is  but  a  flutter- 
ing unquiet  motion,  that  beats  about  the  breafl  for  a 
few  moments,  and  after  leaves  it  void  and  empty. 
Keeping  good  company,  even  the  beft,  is  but  a  iefs 
fhameful  art  of  lofmg  time.  What  we  here  call  fci- 
ence  and  ftudy,  are  little  better :  the  greater  number 
of  arts  to  which  we  apply  ourfelves  are  mere  groping 
in  the  dark;  and  even  the  fearch  of  our  mofl  im- 
portant concerns  in  a  future  being,  is  but  a  needlefs, 
anxious,  and  uncertain  hafle  to  be  knowing,  fooner 
than  we  can,  what  without  all  this  folicitude  we  fhall 
know  a  little  later.  We  are  but  curious  impertincnts 
in  the  cafe  of  futurity.  It  is  not  our  bufmefs  to  be 
guefling  what  the  flate  of  fouls  fhall  be,  but  to  be 
doing  what  may  make  our  own  flate  happy  j  wc  can- 
not be  knowing,  but  we  can  be  virtuous. 

If  this  be  my  notion  of  a  great  part  of  that  high 
fcience,  Divinity,  you  v.iil  be  fo  civil  as  to  imagine  I 
lay  no  mighty  flrefs  upon  the  red.  Even  of  my 
darling  poetry  I  really  make  no  other  ufe,  than  horfes 
f'f  the  bells  that  gingle  about  their  cars,  (though  now 

and 
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and  then  they  tofs  their  heads  as  if  they  were  proud 
of  them,)  only  to  jog  on,  a  Httle  more  merrily. 

Your  obfervations  on  the  narrow  conceptions  of 
mankind  in  the  point  of  Friendfhip,  confirm  me  in 
what  I  was  fo  fortunate  as  at  my  firft  knowledge  of  you 
to  hope,  and  lince  fo  amply  to  experience.  Let  me 
take  fo  much  decent  pride  and  dignity  upon  me,  as 
to  tell  you^  that  but  for  opinions  like  thefe  which  I 
difcovered  in  your  mind,  I  had  never  made  the  trial  I 
have  done;  which  has  fucceeded  fo  much  to  mine, 
and,  1  believe,  not  lefs  to  your  fatisfaclion ;  for,  if  I 
know  you  right,  your  pleafure  is  greater  in  obliging 
me,  than  I  can  feel  on  my  part,  till  it  falls  in  my 
power  to  oblige  you. 

Your  remark,  that  the  variety  of  opinions  in  poli- 
tics or  religion  is  often  rather  a  gratification,  than  an 
objedion,  to  people  who  have  fenfe  enough  to  con- 
fider  the  beautiful  order  of  nature  in  her  variations, 
makes  me  think  you  have  not  conllrued  Joannes  Se- 
cundus  wrong,  in  the  verfe  which  precedes  that  which 
you  quote  :  Bene  nota  Fides,  as  I  take  it,  does  no  way 
fignify  the  Roman  Catholic  Religion,  though  Secun- 
dus  was  of  it.  I  think  it  was  a  generous  thought, 
and  one  that  flowed  from  an  exalted  mind,  That  it 
was  not  improbable  but  God  might  be  delighted  with 
the  various  methods  of  worfhipping  him,  which  di- 
vided the  whole  world ''.     I  am  pretty  fure  you  and  I 

fhould 

^  This  was  an  opinion  taken  up  by  tlie  old  Philofophers,  as  the 
lafl  fupport  of  Paganifm  againil  Chriilianity :  And  the  Miffion- 

aries. 
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fhould  no  more  make  good  Inquifitors  to  the  modern 
tyrants  in  faith,  than  we  could  have  been  qualified 
for  Lidors  to  Procrufles,  when  he  converted  refrac- 
tory members  with  the  rack.  In  a  word,  I  can  only 
repeat  to  you  what,  I  think,  I  have  formerly  faid  ; 
that  I  as  little  fear  God  will  damn  a  man  who  has 
Charity,  as  I  hope  that  any  Priefl  can  fave  him  with- 
out it. 

I  am,  etc. 


I 


LETTER     VL 

March  20,  1715-16. 

iiND  that  a  real  concern  is  not  only  a  hindrance 
to  fpeaking,  but  to  writing  too  :  the  more  time  wc 
give  ourfelves  to  think  over  one's  own  or  a  friend's 
unhappinefs,  the  more  unable  we  grow  to  cxprefs  the 
grief  that  proceeds  from  it.  It  is  as  natural  to  delay 
a  letter,  at  fuch  a  feafon  as  this,  as  to  retard  a  melan- 
choly vifit  to  a  perfon  one  cannot  relieve.  One  is 
ufhamed  in  that  circumflance,  to  pretend  to  entertain 

people 

arics,  to  both  the  Indies,  tell  us,  it  is  the  firft  anfwer  modern  bar- 
barians give  to  the  offer  made  them  of  the  Gofpcl.  But  Chrif. 
tiaris  might,  fee  that  the  notion  is  not  only  irrif>roLil/i:,  but  impof- 
fible  to  be  true,  If  the  redemption  of  mankind  was  purchafed  by 
the  death  of  Jefus,  whieh  is  the  gofpcl-idea  of  his  Religion.  Nor 
is  there  any  need  of  this  opinion  to  diferedit  perfecution.  For 
the  iniquity  of  that  practice  does  not  arife  from  reftraining  what 
God  pcnnits  or  delights  in,  but  from  ufurping  a  jurifdiction  over 
confcienee,  wjiich  belongs  only  to  his  tribunal.  W, 
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people  with  trifling,  infignificant  affeclations  of  for- 
Fow  on  the  one  hand,  or  unfeafonable  and  forced  gai- 
tles  on  the  other.  It  is  a  kind  of  profanation  of  things 
facred,  to  treat  fo  folemn  a  matter  as  a  generous  vo- 
luntary fuffering,  with  compliments,  or  heroic  gallan- 
tries.    Such  a  mind  as  yours  has  no  need  of  being 
fpirited    up  into  honour,  or   like  a  weak  woman, 
praifed   into  an  opinion  of    its  own   virtue.     It   is 
enough  to  do  and  fuffer  what  we  ought ;  and  men 
fhould   know,  that    the    noble    power    of  fuffering 
bravely  is  as  far  above  that  of  enterprizing  greatly,  as 
an  unblemilhed  confcience  and  inflexible  refolutioii 
are  above  an  accidental  flow  of  fpirits,  or  a  fudden 
tide   of  blood.     If  the  whole  religious  bufmefs  of 
mankind  be  included  in  refignation  to  our  Maker, 
and  charity  to  our  fellow-creatures,  there  are  now 
fome  people  who  give  us  as  good  an  opportunity  of 
praftifmg  the  one,  as  themfelves  have  given  an  in- 
ftance  of  the   violation   of  the  other.     Whoever  is 
really  brave,  has  always  this  comfort  when  he  is  op- 
prelfed,  that  he  knows  himfelf  to  be  fuperior  to  thofe 
who  injure  him :  for  the  greatefl  power  on  earth  cai?, 
no  fooner  do  him  that  injury,  but  the  brave  man  can 
make  himfelf  greater  by  forgiving  it. 

If  it  were  generous  to  feek  for  alleviating  confola- 
tions  in  a  calamity  of  fo  much  glory,  one  might  fay, 
that  to  be  ruined  thus  in  the  grofs,  with  a  whole  peo- 
ple, is  but  like  perifliing  in  the  general  conflagration, 
where  nothing  we  can  value  is  left  behind  us. 

VOL.  VIII.  c  Methinks, 


i3  LETTERS  TO  AND 

Mcthinks,  the  moll  heroic  thin-  wl  .'.re  left  capabl; 
of  doing,  is  to  endeavour  to  lighten  each  other's  load, 
and  (oppreflTed  as  we  are)  to  fuccour  fuch  as  are  vet 
more  opprelled.     If  there  are  too  many  who  cannot 
be  alliftcd  but  by  \\liat  we  cannot  give,  our  money  ; 
there  are  yet  others  who  may  be  relieved   by   our 
counfel,  by  our  countenance,  and  even  by  our  chear- 
fulnefs.     The  misfortunes  of  private  families,  the  mif- 
underflandings  of  people  whom  diftreffes  make  fufpi- 
cious,  the  coldnefs  of  relations  whom  change  of  reli- 
gion may  difunitc,  or   the  neceflities  of  half  ruined 
cftates  render  unkind  to   each  other ;  thefe  at  lead 
may  be  foftened  in  fome  degree,  by  a  general  well- 
managed  humanity  among  ourfelves ;  if  all  thofe  who 
have  your  principles  of  belief,  had  alfo  your  fenfe 
and  conduct.     But  indeed  mofl:  of  them  have  given 
lamentable  proofs  of  the  contrary;  and  it  is  to  be  ap- 
prehended that  they  who  want  fenfe,  are  only  religious 
through  weaknefs,  and  good-natured  through  fhame. 
Thefe  are  narrow-minded  creatures  that  never  deal 
in  effentials,  their  faith  never  looks  beyond  ceremo- 
nials, nor  their  charity  beyond'  relations.     As  poor  as 
I  am,  I  would  gladly  relieve  any  diftrefled,  confcien- 
tious  French  refugee  at  this  inltant :  what  mufl  my 
concern  then  be,  when  1  perceive  fo  many  anxieties 
now  tearing  thofe  hearts,  which  I  have  defired  a  place 
in,  and  clouds  of  melancholy  rifmg  on  thofe  faces, 
which  I  have  long  looked  upon  with  aflection  ?  I  be- 
gin already  to  feel  both  what  fome  apprehend,  and 

what 
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what  others  are  yet  too  ftupid  to  apprehend.  I  grieve 
with  the  old,  for  fo  many  additional  inconveniences 
and  chagrins,  more  than  their  fmall  remain  of  life 
feemed  deflined  to  undergo  j  and  with  the  young,  for 
fo  many  of  thofe  gaieties  and  pleafures  (the  portion  of 
youth)  which  they  will  by  this  means  be  deprived  of. 
This  brings  into  my  mind  one  or  other  of  thofe  I 
love  beft,  and  among  them  the  widow  and  fatherlefs, 
late  of  — :  As  I  am  certain  no  people  living  had  an 
earher  and  truer  fenfe  of  others  misfortunes,  or  a  more 
generous  refignation  as  to  what  might  be  their  own, 
fo  I  earnellly  wifh  that  whatever  part  they  mud  bear, 
may  be  rendered  as  fupportable  to  them,  as  it  is  in  the 
power  of  any  friend  to  make  it. 

But  I  know  you  have  prevented  me  in  this  thought, 
as  you  always  will  in  any  thing  that  is  good,  or  ge- 
nerous: I  find  by  a  letter  of  your  Lady's  (which 
I  have  feen)  that  their  eafe  and  tranquillity  is  part 
of  your  care.  I  believe  there  is  fome  fatality  in  it, 
that  you  fhould  always,  from  time  to  time,  be  doing 
thofe  particular  things  that  make  me  enamoured  of 
you. 

I  write  this  from  Windfor-Foreft,  of  which  I  am 
come  to  take  my  lad  look.  We  here  bid  our  neigh- 
bours adieu,  much  as  thofe  v/ho  go  to  be  hanged  do 
their  fellow-prifoners,  who  are  condemned  to  follow 
them  a  few  weeks  after.  I  parted  from  honed  Mr. 
D*  with  tendernefs ;  and  from  old  Sir  William  Trum- 
bull as  from  a  venerable  prophet,  foretelling  with 

c  2  lifted 
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lifted  hands  the  mifcrics  to  come,  from  which  he  Is 
jufl:  going  to  be  removed  himfelf. 
Perhaps,  now  I  have  learnt  fo  far  as 

Nos  dulcla  linquimus  arvay 
my  next  leflbn  may  b? 

Nos  Patriam  fugimus. 
Let  that,  and  all  elfe  be  as  Heaven  pleafes!  1  have  pro- 
vided juft  enough  to  keep  me  a  man  of  honour.  I 
believe  you  and  I  fliall  never  be  afliamed  of  each 
other.  I  know  I  wifh  my  Country  well,  and,  if  it  un- 
does me,  it  fhall  not  make  me  wilh  it  otherwife. 


LETTER     Vn. 
FROM   MR.    BLOUNT. 

Marcli  24,  1715-16. 

XT'OUR  letters  give  me  a  gleam  of  fatisfaclion,  in  the 
midft  of  a  very  dark  and  cloudy  fituation  of 
thoughts,  which  it  would  be  more  than  human  to  be 
exempt  fi-om  at  this  time,  when  our  homes  mufl  either 
be  left,  or  be  made  too  narrow  for  us  to  turn  in.  Poe- 
tically fpeaking,  I  (liould  lament  the  lofs  Windfor- 
Forelt  and  you  fuftain  of  each  other,  but  that  me- 
thinks,  one  can't  fay  you  are  parted,  bccaufc  you 
will  live  by  and  in  one  another,  while  verfc  is  verfc. 
This  confideration  hardens  me  in  my  opinion  rather 
to  congratulate  you,  fince  you  have  the  pleafure  of 

the 
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the  profpe6t  whenever  you  take  It  from  your  fhelf, 
and  at  the  fame  time  the  folid  cafh  you  fold  it  for,  of 
which  Virgil  in  his  exile  knew  nothing  In  thofe  days, 
and  which  will  make  every  place  cafy  to  you.  I  for 
my  part  am  not  fo  happy  ;  my  par-va  rura  are  fafl- 
ened  to  me,  fo  that  I  can't  exchange  them,  as  you 
have,  for  more  portable  means  of  fubfiflence ;  and 
yet  I  hope  to  gather  enough  to  make  the  Fatriamfw 
gimus  fupportable  to  me  ;  it  is  v/hat  I  am  refolved  on, 
with  my  Penates.  If  therefore  you  aik  me,  to  whom 
you  Ihall  complain?  I  will  exhort  you  to  leave  lazi- 
nefs  and  the  elms  of  St.  James's  Park,  and  choofe  to 
join  the  other  two  propofals  in  one,  fafety  and  friend- 
ihip,  (the  lead  of  which  is  a  good  motive  for  mofl 
things,  as  the  other  is  for  almoft  every  thing,)  and  go 
with  me  where  war  will  not  reach  us,  nor  paultry 
conflables  fummon  us  to  veftrles. 

The  future  epiflle  you  flatter  me  with,  will  find  me 
flill  here,  and  I' think  I  may  be  here  a  month  longer. 
Whenever  I  go  from  hence,  one  of  the  few  reafons  to 
make  me  regret  my  home  will  be,  that  I  Ihall  not 
have  the  pleafure  of  faying  to  you, 

Hie  tamen  banc  mecum  poteris  requiefcere  nodlem, 
which  would  have  rendered  this  place  more  agreeable 
than  ever  elfe  it  could  be  to  me ;  for  I  proteft,  it  is 
with  the  utmoil  fmcerity  that  I  aflure  you,  I  am  en- 
tirely, 

Dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

C3 
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LETTER     VIIL 

June  22,  1717. 

TF  a  regard  both  to  public  and  private  affairs  may 
plead  a  lawful  cxcufe  in  behalf  of  a  negligent  cor- 
refpondent,  I  have  really  a  very  good  title  to  it.  I 
cannot  fay  whether  it  is  a  felicity  or  unhappinefs,  that 
I  am  obliged  at  this  time  to  give  my  whole  apphca- 
tion  to  Homer  ;  when  without  that  employment,  my 
thoughts  mud  turn  upon  what  is  lefs  agreeable,  the 
violence,  madnefs,  and  refentment  of  modern  War- 
makers  %  w  hich  are  likely  to  prove  (to  fome  people 
at  leaft)  more  fatal,  than  the  fame  quaUties  in  Achil- 
les did  to  his  unfortunate  countrymen. 

Though  the  change  of  my  fcene  of  life,  from 
Windfor-Foreil  to  the  fide  of  the  Thames,  be  one  of 
the  grand  Era's  of  my  days,  and  may  be  called  a  not- 
able period  in  fo  inconfiderable  a  hlflory;  yet  you  can 
fcarce  imagine  any  hero  paffing  from  one  flage  of 
life  to  another,  with  fo  much  tranquillity,  fo  eafy  a 
tranfition,  and  fo  laudable  a  behaviour.  I  am  be- 
come fo  truly  a  citizen  of  the  world  (according  to 
Plato's  cxpreflion)  that  I  look  with  equal  indifference 
on  what  I  have  left,  and  on  what  I  have  gained.  The 
times  and  amufements  pail  are  not  more  like  a  dream 
to  mc,  than  thofe  which  are  prefcnt:  I  lie  in  a  re- 
frefhing  kind  of  inadion,  and  have  one  comfort  at 

lead 

*  This  was  written  in  the  year  of  the  affair  at  Fjcflon.      P. 
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leafl  from  obfcurity,  that  the  darknefs  helps  me  to 
lleep  the  better.  I  now  and  then  refleft  upon  the 
enjoyment  of  my  friends,  whom,  I  fancy,  I  remember 
much  as  feparate  fplrits  do  us,  at  tender  intervals, 
neither  interrupting  their  own  employments,  nor  al- 
together carelefs  of  ours,  but  in  general  conftantly 
wifliing  us  well,  and  hoping  to  have  us  one  day  in 
their  company. 

To  grow  Indifferent  to  the  world  Is  to  grow  philo- 
fophical,  or  religious  (which  foever  of  thofe  turns  we 
chance  to  take) ;  and  indeed  the  world  Is  fuch  a  thing, 
as  one  that  thinks  pretty  much,  muft  either  laugh  at, 
or  be  angry  with:  but  if  we  laugh  at  it,  they  fay  we 
are  proud;  and  if  we  are  angry  with  It,  they  fay  we 
are  ill-natured.  So  the  moft  politic  way  is  to  feem 
always  better  pleafed  than  one  can  be,  greater  ad- 
mirers, greater  lovers,  and  in  fhort,  greater  fools, 
than  we  really  are:  fo  fhall  we  live  comfortably  with 
our  families,  quietly  with  our  neighbours,  favoured 
by  our  mafters,  and  happy  with  our  miftrefles.  I 
have  filled  my  paper,  and  fo  adieu. 
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LETTER     IX. 

Sept.  8,  1717. 
T  THINK  your   leaving  England  was  like  a  good 

man*s  leaving  the  world,  with  the  blcffcd  con- 
fciencc  of  having  aftcd  well  in  it  ;  and  I  hope  you 
have  received  your  reward,  in  being  happy  where 
you  are.  I  believe  in  the  religious  country  you  in- 
habit, you  will  be  better  pleafed  to  find  I  confider 
you  in  this  light,  than  if  I  compared  you  to  thofe 
Greeks  and  Romans,  whofe  conflancy  in  fuffering 
pain,  and  whofe  refolution  in  purfuit  of  a  generous 
tnd,  you  would  rather  imitate  than  boaft  of. 

But  I  had  a  melancholy  hint  the  other  day,  as  if 
you  were  yet  a  martyr  to  the  fatigue  your  virtue 
made  you  undergo  on  this  fide  the  water.  1  beg,  if 
your  health  be  reftored  to  you,  not  to  deny  me  the  joy 
of  knowing  it.  Your  endeavours  of  fervice  and  good 
advice  to  the  poor  Papills,  put  me  in  mind  of  Noah's 
preaching  forty  years  to  thofe  folks  that  were  to  be 
drowned  at  lad.  At  the  worft  1  heartily  wifh  your 
Ark  may  find  an  Ararat,  and  the  wile  and  family 
(the  hopes  of  the  good  patriarch)  land  fafely  after  the 
deluge  upon  the  fhore  of  Totnefs. 

If  I  durll  mix  prophane  with  facrcd  hiftorv,  I  would 
cheer  you  with  the  old  tale  of  Brutus  the  wandering 
Trojan,  who  found  on  that  very  coaR  the  happy  end 
of  his  peregrinations  and  adventures. 

1  have 


FROM   EDW.   BLOUNT,   ES(^       25 

I  have  very  lately  read  JefFery  of  Monmouth,  (to 
whom  your  Cornwall  is  not  a  little  beholden,)  in  the 
tranflation  of  a  clergyman  in  my  neighbourhood. 
The  poor  man*  is  highly  concerned  to  vindicate 
JefFery*s  veracity  as  an  hiftorian ;  and  told  me  he 
was  perfectly  aflonifhed,  we  of  the  Roman  com- 
munion could  doubt  of  the  legends  of  his  Giants, 
while  we  believe  thofe  of  our  Saints.  I  am  forced  to 
make  a  fair  compofition  with  him  ;  and,  by  crediting 
fonie  of  the  wonders  of  Corinasus  and  Gogmagog, 
have  brought  him  fo  far  already,  that  he  fpeaks  re- 
fpedfully  of  St.  Chriflopher's  carrying  Chrift,  and 
the  refufcitaticn  of  St.  Nicholas  Tolentine*s  chicken. 
Thus  we  proceed  apace  in  converting  each  other  from 
all  manner  of  infidelity. 

Ajax  and  Hector  are  no  more  to  be  compared  to 
Corin^us  and  Arthur,  than  the  Guelphs  and  Ghibel- 
lines  are  to  the  Mohocks  of  ever-dreadful  memory. 
This  amazing  writer  has  made  me  lay  afide  Homer 
for  a  week,  and  when  I  take  him  up  again,  I  Ihall  be 

very 

*  Pope  gave  to  this  clergyman  the  following  lines,  being  a 
tranflation  of  a  pi-ayer  of  Brutus,  which  ought  to  be  preferved : 

Goddefs  of  woods,  tremendous  in  the  chace. 
To  mountain  wolves  and  all  the  favage  race, 
Wide  o'er  th'  aerial  vault  extend  thy  fway. 
And  o'er  th'  infernal  regions  void  of  day. 
On  thy  third  reign  look  down  ;  difclofe  our  fate, 
In  what  new  ftation  fhall  we  fix  our  feat  ? 
When  fhall  we  next  thy  hallow'd  altars  raife. 
And  choirs  of  virgins  celebrate  thy  praife  i 
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very  well  prepared  to  tranflate,  with  belief  and  reve- 
rence, the  fpcech  of  Achilles's  Horfc. 

You  will  excufe  all  this  trifling,  or  any  thing  elfe 
which  prevents  a  (heet  full  of  compliment :  And  be- 
lieve there  is  nothing  more  true  (even  more  true  than 
any  thing  in  Jeffery  is  falfe)  than  that  I  have  a  con- 
flant  aifeclion  for  you,  and  am,  etc. 

P.  S.  I  know  you  will  take  part  in  rejoicing  for 
the  vidory  of  Prince  Eugene  over  the  Turks*,  in  the 
zeal  you  bear  to  the  Chriflian  intercft,  though  your 
Coufm  of  Oxford  (with  whom  I  dined  yefterday) 
fays,  there  is  no  other  difference  in  the  Chriftians 
beating  the  Turks,  or  the  Turks  beating  the  Chrifl;- 
ians,  than  whether  the  Emperor  ihall  firfl  declare 
war  againft  Spain,  or  Spain  declare  it  againfl  the 
Emperor. 


LETTER      X. 

Nov.  27,  17 17. 
rr^  H  E  queflion  you  propofed  to  me  is  what  at  prc- 
fent  I  am  the  mod  unfit  man  in  the  world  to 
anfwer,  by  my  lofs  of  one  of  the  befl  of  Fathers. 

He  had  lived  in  fuch  a  courfe  of  Temperance  as 
was  enough  to  make  the  longcft  life  agreable  to  him, 

and 

•  At  which  General  Oglethorpe  was  prcfent,  and  of  which  I 
have  heard  him  give  a  lively  dcfcription. 
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and  in  fuch  a  courfe  of  Piety  as  fufficed  to  make  the 
moil  fudden  death  fo  alfo.  Sudden  indeed  it  was : 
However,  I  heartily  beg  of  God  to  give  me  fuch  a  one, 
provided  I  can  lead  fuch  a  life.  I  leave  him  to  the 
mercy  of  God,  and  to  the  piety  of  a  religion  that  ex- 
tends beyond  the  grave  :  5/  qua  eft  ea  cura^  etc. 

He  has  left  me  to  the  ticklilh  management  of  fo 
narrow  a  fortune,  that  any  one  falfe  Hep  would  be 
fatal.  My  mother  is  in  that  difpirited  ftate  of  refig- 
nation,  which  is  the  effeft  of  long  life,  and  the  lofs  of 
what  is  dear  to  us.  We  are  really  each  of  us  in  want 
of  a  friend,  of  fuch  an  humane  turn  as  yourfelf,  to 
make  almofl  any  thing  defirable  to  us.  I  feel  your 
abfence  more  than  ever,  at  the  fame  time  I  can  lefs 
exprefs  my  regards  to  you  than  ever  ;  and  fhall  make 
this,  which  is  the  mofl  fincere  letter  I  ever  writ  to 
you,  the  (horteft  and  faintefl  perhaps  of  any  you 
have  received.  It  is  enough  if  you  refled,  that  barely 
to  remember  any  perfon  when  one's  mind  is  taken  up 
with  a  fenfible  forrow,  is  a  great  degree  of  friendjQiip. 
I  can  fay  no  more  but  that  I  love  you,  and  all  that 
are  yours ;  and  that  I  wifh  it  maybe  very  long  before 
any  of  yours  fhall  feel  for  you  what  I  now  feel  for 
my  father.     Adieu. 
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LETTER     XL 

Rentcomb  in  Glouceftcrfhirc,  0&..  3,   1721. 

^t/ouR  kind  letter  has  overtaken  me  here,  for  I 
have  been  in  and  about  this  country  ever  fmce 
vour  departure.  I  am  well  pleafed  to  date  this  from 
a  place  fo  well  known  to  Mrs.  Blount,  where  I  write 
as  if  I  were  didlated  to  by  her  anceftors,  whofe  faces 
are  all  upon  me.  I  fear  none  fo  much  as  Sir  Chrif- 
topher  Guife,  who,  being  in  his  fliirt,  feems  as  ready 
to  combat  me,  as  her  own  Sir  John  was  to  demolifh 
Duke  Lancaftere.  I  dare  fay  your  Lady  will  recoi- 
led his  figure.  I  looked  upon  the  manfion,  walls, 
and  terraces ;  the  plantations,  and  flopes,  which  na- 
ture has  made  to  command  a  variety  of  valleys  and 
rifing  woods  ;  with  a  veneration  mixed  with  a  plea- 
fure,  that  rcprefented  her  to  me  in  thofe  puerile 
amufements,  which  engaged  her  fo  many  years  ago 
in  this  place.  I  fancied  I  faw  her  fober  over  a  fam- 
pler,  or  gay  over  a  jointed  baby.  I  dare  fay  flie  did 
one  thing  more,  even  in  thofe  early  times ;  "  remem- 
*'  bered  her  Creator  in  the  days  of  her  youth." 

You  dcfcribe  fo  well  your  hcrmitical  ftate  of  life, 
that  none  of  the  ancient  anchorites  could  go  beyond 
you,  for  a  cave  in  a  rock,  with  a  fine  fpring,  or  any 
of  the  accommodations  that  befit  a  folitary.  Only  I 
don't  remember  to  have  read,  that  any  of  thofe  venera- 
ble and  holy  perfonages  took  with  them  a  lady,  and 

4.  bcsat 


FROM   EDW.   BLOUNT,  ESQ^       29 

begat  fons  and  daughters.  You  muft  modellly  be 
content  to  be  accounted  a  patriarch.  But  were  you 
a  little  younger,  I  fhould  rather  rank  you  with  Sir 
Amadis,  and  his  fellows.  If  Piety  be  fo  romantic,  I 
fhall  turn  hermit  in  good  earned  ;  for,  I  fee,  one  may 
go  fo  far  as  to  be  poetical,  and  hope  to  fave  one*s 
foul  at  the  fame  time.  I  really  willi  myfelf  fomething 
more,  that  is,  a  prophet ;  for  I  wifh  I  were,  as  Ha- 
bakkuk,  to  be  taken  by  the  hair  of  his  head,  and  vifit 
Daniel  in  his  den.  You  are  very  obliging  in  faying, 
I  have  now  a  whole  family  upon  my  hands  to  whom 
to  difcharge  the  part  of  a  friend ;  I  aifure  you,  I  like 
them  all  fo  well,  that  I  will  never  quit  my  hereditary 
right  to  them ;  you  have  made  me  yours,  and  con- 
fequently  them  mine.  I  ftill  fee  them  walldng  on 
my  green  at  Twickenham,  and  gratefully  remember, 
not  only  their  green  gowns,  but  the  inftrudions  they 
gave  me  how  to  Hide  down  and  trip  up  the  fleepefl 
ilopes  of  my  mount. 

Pray  think  of  me  fometimes,  as  I  Ihall  often  of  you, 
and  know  me  for  what  I  am,  that  is, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER      XIL 

06t.  21,  1721. 
T/ouR  very  kind  rnd  obliging  manner  of  enquir- 
ing after  me,  among  the  firft  concerns  of  life,  at 
your  refufcitation,  fhould  have  been  fooner  anfvvered 
and  acknowledged.  I  fincerely  rejoice  at  your  re- 
covery from  an  illnefs  which  gave  me  lefs  pain  than 
it  did  you,  only  from  my  ignorance  of  it.  I  fhould 
have  elfe  been  ferioufly  and  deeply  afflided,  in  the 
thought  of  your  danger  by  a  fever.  I  think  it  a  fine 
and  a  natural  thought,  which  I  lately  read  in  a  letter 
of  Montaigne's  publifhed  by  P.  Cofle*,  giving  an  ac- 
count of  the  lafl  words  of  an  intimate  friend  of  his  : 
"  Adieu,  my  friend !  the  pain  I  feel  will  foon  be 
"  over ;  but  I  grieve  for  that  you  are  to  feel,  which 
"  is  to  lafl  you  for  life." 

I  join  with  your  family  in  giving  God  thanks  for 
lending  us  a  worthy  man  fomewhat  longer.  The 
comforts  you  receive  from  their  attendance,  put  me 
in  mind  of  what  old  Fletcher  of  Saltoune  faid  one 
day  to  me.  "  Alas,  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  die ; 
"  I  am  a  poor  individual  j  no  creature  to  wifh,  or  to 
fear,  for  my  life  or  death  :  'Tis  the  only  rea- 
fon  I  have  to  repent  being  a  fingle  man  ;  now  I 

"  grow 


cc 


*  Who  gave  the  beft  edition  of  Montaigne  in  410  ever  pub- 
lifhed. He  was  for  fome  time  a  preceptor  to  the  Earl  of 
Shaftfbur)'. 
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"  grow  old,  I  am  like  a  tree  without  a  prop,  and  with- 
"  out  young  trees  to  grow  round  me,  for  company 
*'  and  defence." 

I  hope  the  gout  will  foon  go  after  the  fever,  and 
all  evil  things  remove  far  from  you.  But  pray  tell 
me,  when  will  you  move  towards  us  ?  If  you  had 
an  interval  to  get  hither,  I  care  not  what  fixes  you 
afterwards  except  the  gout.  Pray  come  and  never 
ftir  from  us  again.  Do  away  your  dirty  acres,  call 
them  to  dirty  people,  fuch  as  in  the  Scripture-phrafe 
poffefs  the  land.  Shake  off  your  earth  like  the  noble 
animal  in  Milton. 

The  tawny  lion,  pawing  to  get  free 

His  hinder  parts,  he  fprings  as  broke  from  bonds. 

And  rampant  (hakes  his  brinded  mane:  The  ounce. 

The  lizard,  and  the  tyger,  as  the  mole 

Rifing,  the  crumbled  earth  above  them  threw 

In  hillocks. 

But,  I  believe,  Milton  never  thought  thefe  fine  verfes* 
of  his  fhould  be  applied  to  a  man  felling  a  parcel  of 
dirty  acres  ;  though  in  the  main,  I  think,  it  may  have 
fome  refemblance.  For,  God  knows !  this  little  fpace 
of  ground  nouriflies,  buries,  and  confines  us,  as  that 
of  Eden  did  thefe  creatures,  till  we  can  fhake  in  loofe, 
at  leaft  in  our  affedions  and  defires. 

Believe,  dear  Sir,  I  truly  love  and  value  you  :    Let 
Mrs.   Blount  know   that   flie  is  in  the    lift   of  my 

Memento^ 

*  One  of  the  fewpalTages  he  has  ever  quoted  with  approbatioa 
from  Milton. 
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Memento,  Dcminc,  famulorum  famularumquc' s y  etc. 
My  poor  mother  is  far  from  well,  declining ;  and 
I  am  watching  over  her,  as  we  watch  an  expiring 
taper,  that  even  when  it  looks  brightefl,  waftes  faflefl. 
I  am  (as  you  will  fee  from  the  whole  air  of  this  letter) 
not  in  the  gaieft  nor  eaficfl  humour,  but  always  with 
fincerity. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XIIL 

June  27,    1723. 

'^T'ou  may  truly  do  me  the  juftice  to  think  no  man 
is  more  your  fmcere  well-wi(her  than  myfclf,  or 
more  the  fmcere  well-wiflier  of  your  whole  family ; 
with  all  which,  I  cannot  deny  but  I  have  a  mixture 
of  envy  to  you  all,  for  loving  one  another  fo  well ; 
and  for  enjoying  the  fweets  of  that  life,  which  can 
only  be  tailed  by  people  of  good-will. 

They  from  all  (hades  the  darknefs  can  exclude, 
And  from  a  defert  banifli  folitude. 

Torbay  is  a  paradife,  and  a  ftorm  is  but  an  amufe- 
ment  to  fuch  people.  If  you  drink  Tea  upon  a  pro- 
montory that  over-hangs  the  fca,  it  is  preferable  to  an 
AlTembly  :  And  the  whirling  of  the  wind  better  mufic 
to  contented  and  loving  minds,  than  the  Opera  to  the 

fplecnful, 
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fpleenful,  ambitious,  difeafed,  diftafted,  and  diftraded 
fouls  which  this  world  affords ;  nay,  this  world  affords 
no  other.  Happy  they,  who  are  banifhed  from  us ! 
but  happier  they,  who  can  banifh  themfelves ;  or 
more  properly  banifh  the  world  from  them ! 

Alas  !  I  live  at  Twickenham  ! 

I  take  that  period  to  be  very  fublime,  and  to  in- 
clude more  than  a  hundred  fentences  that  might  be 
writ  to  exprefs  diftradtion,  hurry,  multiplication  of 
nothings,  and  all  the  fatiguing  perpetual  bufmefs  of 
having  no  bufinefs  to  do.  You  will  wonder  I  reckon 
tranllating  the  Odyffey  as  nothing.  But  whenever  I 
think  ferioufly  (and  of  late  I  have  met  with  fo  many 
occafions  of  thinking  ferioufly,  that  I  begin  never  to 
think  otherwife)  I  cannot  but  think  thefe  things  very 
idle ;  as  idle  as  if  a  beafl  of  burden  fhould  go  on  jing- 
ling his  bells,  without  bearing  any  thing  valuable  about 
him,  or  ever  ferving  his  mailer. 

Life's  vain  amufements,  amidft  which  we  dwell  ; 

Not  weigh'd,  or  underftood,  by  the  grim  God  of  Hell ! 

faid  a  heathen  poet ;  as  he  is  tranflated  by  a  cliriflian 
Bifhop*,  who  has,  firft  by  his  exhortations,  and  fince 
by  his  example,  taught  me  to  think  as  becomes  a 
reafonable  creature — but  he  is  gone  ! 

I  remember  I  promifed  to  write  to  you  as  foon  as 
I  fliould  hear  you  were  got  home.     You  mufl  look 

on 

*  Atterbujy- 
VOL.  VIII.  D 
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on  this  as  tlic  firfl:  day  I  have  been  myfelf,  and  pafs 
over  fhe  mad  interval  un-imputed  to  nic.  How 
pundual  a  correfpondent  I  fliall  henceforward  be 
able  or  not  able  to  be,  God  knows :  But  He  knows, 
I  fhall  ever  be  a  pundual  and  grateful  friend,  and  all 
the  good  wifhes  fuch  of  an  one  will  ever  attend 
you. 


LETTER     XIV. 

Twickenham,  June  2,  1725. 

X7  0U  fhew  yourfelf  a  juft  man  and  a  friend  in  thofc 
guefles  and  fuppofitions  you  make  at  the  polliblc 
reafons  of  my  filence  ;  every  one  of  which  is  a  true 
one.  As  to  forgetfulnefs  of  you  or  yours,  I  aflfure 
you,  the  promifcuous  converfations  of  the  town  ferve 
only  to  put  me  in  mind  of  better,  and  more  quiet,  to 
be  had  in  a  corner  of  the  world  (undiflurbed,  inno- 
cent, ferene,  and  fenfible)  with  fuch  as  you.  Let  no 
accefs  of  any  diftruft  make  you  think  of  me  differently 
in  a  cloudy  day  from  what  you  do  in  the  mofl  fun- 
Ihiny  weather.  Let  the  young  ladies  be  affured  I 
make  nothing  new  in  my  gardens  without  wifliing  to 
fee  the  print  of  their  fairy  flcps  in  every  part  of  them. 
I  have  put  the  lafl  hand  to  my  works  of  this  kind, 
in  happily  finifliing  the  fubterraneous  way  and  grotto : 
I  there  found  a  fpring  of  the  cleared  water,  which 
4  falls 
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falls  in  a  perpetual  rill,  that  echoes  through  the  cavern 
day  and  night.  From  the  river  Thames*,  you  fee 
through  my  arch  up  a  walk  of  the  wildernefs,  to  a 
kind  of  open  Temple,  wholly  com.pofed  of  Ihells  in 
the  ruftic  manner  ;  and  from  that  diftance  under  the 
temple  you  look  down  through  a  Hoping  arcade  of 
trees,  and  fee  the  fails  on  the  river  paffing  fuddenly 
and  vanilhing,  as  through  a  perfpeftive  glafs.  When 
you  fhut  the  doors  of  this  grotto  f,  it  becomes  on  the 
inftant,  from  a  luminous  room,  a  Ca?n£ra  ohfcura  ;  on 
the  walls  of  which  all  the  objects  of  the  river,  hills, 
woods,  and  boats,  are  forming  a  moving  pifture  in 
their  vifible  radiations  ;  and  when  you  have  a  mind 
to  light  it  up,  it  affords  you  a  very  different  fcene ;  it 
is  finiflied  with  fhells  interfperfed  with  pieces  of  look- 
ing-glafs  in  angular  forms ;  and  in  the  ceiling  is  a 
ftar  of  the  fame  material,  at  which  when  a  lamp  (of 

an 


*  I  wifK  he  had  made  a  full  defcriptlon  of  his  garden  and 
grounds,  as  Horace  has  done  in  his  fixteenth  Epiille.  The  Abbe 
Cap.  de  Chaupy  has  written  a  long  differtation  concerning  the  fpot 
where  the  Villa  of  Horace  flood,  which  he  fixes  in  the  Valley  of 
Licenza,  belonging  to  the  Prince  Borghefe,  fourteen  miles  from 
Tivoli  and  five  from  Vico  Varo. 

•j-  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  had  no  tafte  for  rural  fcenes,  nor  know- 
ledge of  laying  out  grounds,  fpeaks  with  an  unreafonable  contempt 
of  this  romantic  grotto,  and  of  the  pains  taken  to  embellifh  it. 
This  is  a  clear  and  pifturefque  defcription  of  this  celebrated  fpot. 
Our  Poet's  good  tafte  in  gardening  was  imqueftionable.  "  For  the 
honour  of  this  art,"  Lord  Bacon  fays,  "  a  man  fliall  ever  fee,  that 
when  ages  grow' to  civility  and  elegancy,  men  come  to  build  ftately, 
fooner  than  to  garden  finely  ;  as  if  gardening  were  the  greater  per- 
feaion." 

D  2 
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an  orbicular  figure  of  thin  alabafter)  is  hung  in  the 
middle,  a  thoufand  pointed  rays  glitter,  and  are  re- 
fleded  over  the  place.  There  are  conneded  to  this 
grotto  by  a  narrower  paflhge  two  porches,  one  to- 
wards the  river  of  fmooth  ftones,  full  of  light,  and 
open  ;  the  other  towards  the  Garden  (hadowed  with 
trees,  rough  with  fliells,  flints  and  iron-ores.  The 
bottom  is  paved  with  fimple  pebble,  as  is  alfo  the  ad- 
joining walk  up  the  wildernefs  to  the  temple,  in  the 
natural  tafte,  agreeing  not  ill  with  the  little  dripping 
murmur,  and  the  aquatic  idea  of  the  whole  place.  It 
wants  nothing  to  compleat  it  but  a  good  ftatue  with 
an  infcription,  like  that  beautiful  antique  one  which 
you  know  I  am  fo  fond  of : 

Hujtis  Nympha  loci^  focr'i  cujlodia  font'tSy 
DormiOf  durn  bland<eftntio  vmrmur  aqui. . 

Parce  meum,  qiiifquis  tatigis  cava  marinora,  jlmr.nin 
Rumpere  'y  ft  bibasy  five  /jvaa'y  tuce*. 

Nymph 

*  The  fimplicity  of  this  ancient  infcription  is  indeed  eminently 
beautiful ;  fo  alfo  is  the  following  imitation  of  it  by  a  late  writer 
of  true  tallei  and  lover  of  the  ancients  : 

Sub  imagine  Panis  rudi   Lapidf. 

Hie  flans  vertice  montium  fuprtmo 
Pan,  glaucel  ncmoris  nitcre  friidtus 
Cerno  defupcr,  uberemque  fylvam. 
Quod  fi  purpureae,  viator,  uvx 
Tc  defiderium  capit,  rog:uui 
Non  totum  invideo  tibi  racemum. 
Quin  fi  fraude  mala  quid  hinc  reporter, 
Hoc  pccnas  luito  caput  bacillo. 

Our 
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Nymph  of  the  grot,  thefe  facred  fprings  I  keep, 
And  to  the  murmur  of  thefe  waters  fleep  j 
Ah  fpare  my  flumbers,  gently  tread  the  cave  ! 
And  drink  in  filence,  or  in  filence  lave  ! 

You'll  think  I  have  been  very  poetical  In  this  de- 
fcrlption*,  but  it  is  pretty  near  the  truth.  I  wifli  you 
were  here  to  bear  teftimony  how  little  it  owes  to  Art, 
either  the  place  itfelf,  or  the  image  I  give  of  it. 

I  am,  etc. 

Our  author  wrote  the  following  lines  on  a  grotto  adorned  with 
Hiell-work,  at  Crux  Eafton,  Hants,  which  ought  to  be  preferved : 

Here  flmnning  Idlenefs  at  once  and  praife. 
This  radiant  pile  nine  rural  fillers  raife  ; 
The  glitt'ring  emblem  of  each  fpotlefs  dame. 
Clear  as  her  foul,  and  (liining  as  her  frame  ; 
Beauty  which  Nature  only  can  impart, 
And  fuch  a  polifli  as  difgraces  Art ; 
But  Fate  difpos'd  them  in  this  humble  fort, 
And  hid  in  defarts  what  wou'd  charm  a  court. 

*  I  fhall  here  infert  two  Letters  to  Sir  Hans  Sloane,  on  the 
ornaments  of  this  grotto. 

To    Sir    Hans    Sloane. 

Sir,  Twickenham,  March  30,  1742. 

I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  your  intended  kindnefs  of 
furni{hing  my  grotto  with  that  furprizing  natural  curiofity,  which 
indeed  I  have  ardently  fought  fome  time.  But  I  would  much  rather 
part  with  every  thing  of  this  fort,  which  I  have  coUefted,  than  de- 
prive your  moll  copious  colleftion  of  one  thing  that  may  be  want- 
ing to  it.  If  you  can  fpare  it,  I  Ihall  be  doubly  pleafed,  in  having 
it,  and  in  owing  it  to  you. 

The  fiurther  favour  yoii  ofier  me,  of  a  review  of  your  curiofities, 
deferves  m.y  acknowledgment.  Could  I  hope  that  among  the 
minerals  and  foffils  which  I  have  gathered,  there  was  any  thing 

D  3  you 
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Sept.  13,  1 72 J. 
SHOULD  be  adiani'Td  to  own  the  receipt  of  a  very 
kind  letter  from  you,  two  whole  months  from  the 
date  of  this ;  if  I  were  not  more  afhamed  to  tell  a 
lye,  or  to  make  an  excufe,  which  is  worfe  than  a  lye 
(for  being  built  upon  fome  probable  circumflance,  it 
makes  ufe  of  a  degree  of  truth  to  falfify  with,  and  is 

a  lye 

you  could  like,  it  would  be  eftcemed  an  obligation  (if  you  have 
time  as  the  feafon  improves)  to  look  upon  them  and  command  any. 
I  (hall  take  the  firft  favourable  opportunity  to  inquire  when  it  may 
be  lead  inconvenient  to  wait  on  you,  which  will  be  a  true  fatisfac- 
tion  to,        Sir, 

Your  mofl  obliged, 

and  mod  humble  Sers'ant, 

A.   POPE. 

To   Sir  Hans    Sloane. 

Sir,  Twickenham,  M^y  zi,  1742. 

I  have  many  true  thanks  to  pay  you,  for  the  two  joints  of  the 
giant's  caufcway,  which  I  found  yefterdny  at  my  return  to  Twit- 
nam,  perfectly  fafe  and  entire.  They  will  be  a  great  ornament  to 
my  grotto,  which  confills  wholly  of  natural  produtilions,  owing 
nothing  to  the  chiflel  or  polifli  j  and  which  it  would  be  much  my 
ambition  to  entice  you  one  day  to  look  upon.  I  will  lirfl.  wait  on 
you  at  Chi'lfta,  and  embrace  with  great  pkafure  the  fatisfaclion 
you  can  better  than  any  man  afford  me,  of  i'o  extenfivc  a  view  of 
Nature,  in  her  mod  curious  works.  I  am,  with  all  refpccl, 
Sir,  Your  mod  obliged, 

and  moll  humble  Ser\'ant, 

A.  POPE. 
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a  lye  guarded.)  Your  letter  has  been  in  my  pocket 
in  conftant  wearing,  till  that,  and  the  pocket,  and  the 
fuit,  are  worn  out,  by  which  means  I  have  read  it 
forty  times,  and  I  find  by  fo  doing  that  I  have  not 
enough  confidered  and  refiefted  upon  many  others 
you  have  obliged  me  with;  for  true  friendfhip,  as 
they  fay  of  good  writing,  will  bear  reviewing  a  thou- 
fand  times,  and  ftill  difcover  new  beauties. 

I  have  had  a  fever,  a  fhort  one,  but  a  violent :  I 
am  now  well  j  fo  it  fhall  take  up  no  more  of  this 
paper. 

I  begin  now  to  expect  you  in  town  to  make  the 
winter  come  more  tolerable  to  us  both.  The  fum- 
mer  is  a  kind  of  heaven,  when  we  wander  in  a  pa- 
radifaical  fcene  among  groves  and  gardens ;  but  at 
this  feafon,  we  are,  like  our  poor  firfl  parents,  turned 
out  of  that  agreeable  though  folitary  life,  and  forced 
to  look  about  for  more  people  to  help  to  bear  our  la- 
bours, to  get  into  warmer  houfes,  and  live  together 
in  cities. 

I  hope  you  are  long  fmce  perfedlly  reftored,  and 
rifen  from  your  gout,  happy  in  the  delights  of  a  con- 
tented family,  fmiling  at  ftorms,  laughing  at  greatnefs, 
merry  over  a  Chriftmas-fire,  and  exercifmg  all  the 
fundlions  of  an  old  Patriarch  in  charity  and  hofpi- 
tality.  I  will  not  tell  Mrs.  B*  what  I  think  fhe  is 
doing  ;  for  I  conclude  it  is  her  opinion,  that  he  only 
ought  to  know  it  for  whom  it  is  done;  and  fhe  will 
allow  herfelf  to  be  far  enough  advanced  above  a  fine 

lady,  not  to  defire  to  fhine  before  mer , 

D  4  Your 
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Your  daughters  perhaps  may  have  fomc  other 
thoughts,  which  eVen  their  mother  mud  excufe  them 
for,  becaufe  fhc  is  a  mother.  I  will  not,  however 
fuppofe  thofe  thoughts  get  the  better  of  their  devo- 
tions,  but  rather  excite  them  and  afiifl:  the  warmth  of 
them  ;  while  their  prayer  may  be,  that  they  may  rife 
up  and  breed  as  irreproachable  a  young  family  as 
their  parents  have  done.  In  a  word,  I  fancy  you  all 
well,  eafy,  and  happy,  jull  as  I  wifli  you ;  and  next  to 
that,  I  wifh  you  all  with  me. 

Next  to  God,  is  a  good  man ;  next  in  dignity,  and 
next  in  value.  Minuijli  eum  paullo  minus  ab  angclis. 
If  therefore  I  wifn  well  to  the  good  and  the  deferv- 
ing,  and  defire  they  only  fliould  be  my  companions 
and  correfpondents,  I  mufl  very  foon  and  very  much 
think  of  you.  I  want  your  company,  and  your  ex- 
ample. Pray  make  hafte  to  town,  fo  as  not  again  to 
leave  us :  difcharge  the  load  of  earth  that  lies  on  you, 
like  one  of  the  mountains  under  which,  the  poets  fay> 
the  giants  (the  men  of  the  earth)  are  whelmed :  leave 
earth,  to  the  fons  of  the  earth,  your  converfation  is  in 
heaven.  Which  that  it  may  be  accompliflied  in  us 
all,  is  the  prayer  of  him  who  maketh  this  fliort  Ser- 
mon ;  value  (to  you)  three-pence.     Adieu. 

Mr,  Blount  died  in  London  the  following  Year,  1726.         P. 
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LETTER     I. 

TO   THE  HON.   ROBERT  DIGBY. 

June  2,  1717. 

J  HAD  pleafed  myfelf  fooner  in  writing  to  you,  but 
that  I  have  been  your  fuccefTor  in  a  fit  of  ficknefs, 
and  am  not  yet  fo  much  recovered,  but  that  I  have 
thoughts  of  ufmg  your  *  phyficians.  They  are  as 
grave  perfons  as  any  of  the  faculty,  and  (like  the  an- 
cients) carry  their  own  medicaments  about  with  them. 
But  indeed  the  moderns  are  fuch  lovers  of  raillery, 
that  nothing  is  grave  enough  to  efcape  them.  Let 
them  laugh,  but  people  will  ftill  have  their  opinions : 
as  they  think  our  Dodors  afles  to  them,  we'll  think 
them  afles  to  our  Doftors. 

I  am  glad  you  are  fo  much  in  a  better  flate  of 
health,  as  to  allow  me  to  jefl  about  it.  My  concern, 
when  I  heard  of  your  danger,  was  fo  very  ferious,  that 

I  almoft 

*  Afles.  W. 
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I  almoft  take  it  ill  Dr.  Evans  fhoulJ  tell  you  of  it,  or 
you  mention  it.  I  tell  you  fairly,  if  you  and  a  few 
more  fuch  people  were  to  leave  the  world,  I  would 
not  give  fixpence  to  ftay  in  it. 

I  am  not  fo  nuich  concerned  as  to  the  point  whe- 
ther you  are  to  live  fat  or  lean :  moft  men  of  wit  or 
honefty  are  ufually  decreed  to  live  very  lean  :  fo  I  am 
inclined  to  the  opinion  that  it  is  decreed  you  fhall; 
however  be  comforted,  and  reflect,  that  you  will  make 
the  better  bufto  for  it. 

'Tis  fomething  particular  in  you,  not  to  be  fatis- 
fied  with  fending  me  your  own  books,  but  to  make 
your  acquaintance  continue  the  frolic.  Mr.  Wdar- 
ton  *  forced  me  to  take  Gorboduc,  which  has  fmce 
done  me  great  credit  with  feveral  people,  as  it  has 
done  Dryden  and  Oldham  fome  difkindnefs  :  in  fliew- 
ing  there  is  as  much  difference  between  their  Gor- 
boduc 

*  The  perfon  here  mentioned  was  my  father,  a  Fellow  of  Mag-- 
dalen  College  in  Oxford,  and  afterwards  ProfefTor  of  Poetry  ; 
who  was  an  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Digby,  of  whofe  piety  and 
goodnefs  of  heart,  he  ufed  to  relate  many  inftances.  Gorbodiic 
was  the  firft.  drama  in  our  language  that  was  like  a  regular  tragedy. 
It  was  firft  exhibited  in  the  Hall  of  the  Temple,  and  afterwards 
before  Q^ Elizabeth,  1561.  It  was  written  by  Th.  Sackville, 
Lord  Buckhui-ft  ;  the  original  contriver  of  the  M'trror  of  Ma- 
giflrates.  He  was  alTiilcd  in  it  by  Thomas,  a  tranflator  of  fomc 
of  the  Pfalms.  Mr.  Spence,  who  fuccceded  my  father  as  Profcf- 
for  of  Poetry  at  Oxford,  printed  an  edition  of  Gorboduc,  from 
this  very  Copy  of  Pope,  1736,  with  a  dedication  to  his  friend 
Lord  Middlcfex  ;  a  man  of  taftc,  and  defcendant  of  Lord  Bnck- 
hurft.  Trom  this  Letter  of  Pope  it  appears  how  little  at  that  time 
was  known  of  our  ancient  poets.  For  a  full  account  of  Gorbu- 
duc,  fee  the  Htjlory  of  Eiiglifh  pottiy,  vol.  3.  page  536,  by  my 
brother  Mr.  Thomas  Wdarton. 
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boduc  and  this,  as  between  Queen  Anne  and  King 
George.  It  is  truly  a  fcandal,  that  men  fhould  write 
with  contempt  of  a  piece  which  they  never  once  faw, 
as  thofe  two  Poets  did,  who  were  ignorant  even  of  the 
fex,  as  well  as  fenfe,  of  Gorboduc  *. 

Adieu  !  I  am  going  to  forget  you  :  this  minute  you 
took  up  all  my  mind ;  the  next  I  fhall  think  of  no- 
thing but  the  reconciliation  with  Agamemnon,  and 
the  recovery  of  Brifeis.  I  fhall  be  Achilles's  humble 
fervant  thefe  two  months  (with  the  good  leave  of  all 
my  friends).  I  have  no  ambition  fo  flrong  at  prefent, 
as  that  noble  one  of  Sir  Salathiel  Lovel,  recorder  of 
London,  to  furnifh  out  a  decent  and  plentiful  execu- 
tion of  Greeks  and  Trojans.  It  is  not  to  be  ex- 
prefled  how  heartily  I  wilh  the  death  of  all  Homer's 
heroes,  one  after  another.  The  Lord  preferve  me  in 
the  day  of  battle,  which  is  juft  approaching !  Join  in 
your  prayers  for  me,  and  know  me  to  be  always 

Your,  etc. 

*  I  have  been  informed  by  Lord  Macartney,  that  he  had  feen 
a  Letter  from  this  Lord  Treafurer  Buckhurfl  to  Queen  EHzabeth 
reprefenting  the  great  inconvenience  and  diflance  of  his  houfe  at 
Bucklmrft,  forty  miles  from  London,  through  ftrange,  uncouth 
ways,  and  requelling  a  grant  of  Knowie,  as  being  nearer  tovi'n, 
and  confequently  more  convenient  to  him  for  the  duty  of  his  office. 
So  little  communication  was  there,  from  place  to  place  at  that 
time. 
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LETTER     IL 

London,  March  31,  17 18. 

r-Tpo  convince  you  how  little  pain  I  give  myfelf  in 
correfponding  with  men  of  good-nature  and 
good  underflanding,  you  fee  I  omit  to  anfwcr  your 
letters  till  a  time,  when  another  man  would  be 
afliamed  to  own  he  had  received  them.  If  therefore 
you  are  ever  moved  on  my  account  by  that  fpirit, 
which  I  take  to  be  as  familiar  to  you  as  a  quotidian 
ague,  I  mean  the  fpirit  of  goodnefs,  pray  never  ftint 
it,  in  any  fear  of  obliging  me  to  a  civiHty  beyond  my 
natural  inclination.  I  dare  trufl  you.  Sir,  not  only 
with  my  folly  when  I  write,  but  with  my  negligence 
when  I  do  not ;  and  expecl  equally  your  pardon  for 
either. 

If  I  knew  how  to  entertain  you  through  the  refl:  of 
this  paper,  it  fhould  be  fpotted  and  diverfified  with 
conceits  all  over :  you  fhould  be  put  out  of  breath 
with  laughter  at  each  fentence,  and  paufe  at  each  pe- 
riod, to  look  back  over  how  much  wit  you  have 
pafTed.  But  I  have  found  by  experience  that  people 
now-a-days  regard  writing  as  little  as  they  do  preach- 
inrr :  the  mofl  we  can  hope  is  to  be  heard  juft  with 
decency  and  patience,  once  a  week,  by  folks  in  the 
country.  Here  in  town  we  hum  over  a  piece  of  fine 
writing,  and  we  whiflle  at  a  fermon.  The  ftage  is  the 
only  place  wc  feem  alive  at !   ihcrc  indeed  we  flare, 

and 
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and  roar,  and  clap  hands  for  K.  George  and  the 
government.  As  for  all  other  virtues  but  this  loy- 
alty, they  are  an  obfolete  train,  fo  ill-dreifed,  that 
men,  women,  and  children  hifs  them  out  of  all  good 
company.  Humility  knocks  fo  fneakingly  at  the 
door  that  every  footman  outraps  it,  and  makes  it 
give  way  to  the  free  entrance  of  pride,  prodigality, 
and  vain-glory. 

My  Lady  Scudamore,  from  having  ruflicated  in 
your  company  too  long,  really  behaves  herfelf  fcanda- 
loufly  among  us :  fhe  pretends  to  open  her  eyes  for 
the  fake  of  feeing  the  fun,  and  to  fleep  becaufe  it  is 
night ;  drinks  tea  at  nine  in  the  morning,  and  is 
thought  to  have  faid  her  prayers  before:  talks,  with- 
out any  manner  of  fhame,  of  good  books,  and  has  not 
feen  Gibber's  play  of  the  Nonjuror  *.  I  rejoiced  the 
other  day  to  fee  a  libel  on  her  toilette,  which  gives 
me  fome  hope  that  you  have,  at  lead,  a  tafte  of  fcan- 
dal  left  you,  in  defeat  of  all  other  vices. 

Upon  the  whole  matter,  I  heartily  wifh  you  well ; 
but  as  I  cannot  entirely  defire  the  ruin  of  all  the  joys 
of  this  city,  fo  all  that  remains  is  to  wifh  you  would 
keep  your  happinefs  to  yourfelves,  that  the  happiefl 
here  may  not  die  with  envy  at  a  blifs  which  they  can- 
not attain  to. 

I  am,  etc. 

*  Cibber  always  infifted,  that  this  comedy,  founded  on  the  ad- 
mirable Tartuffe  of  Moliere,  was  the  chief  caufe  of  our  author's 
refentment  againft  him.     It  met  with  great  fuccefs  on  the  ftage. 
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L  E  T  T  E  R     111. 

FROM   MR.   DIG  BY. 

ColcHiill,  April  17,  1718. 
x  HAVE  read  your  letter  over  and  over  with  delight. 
By  your  defcription  of  the  town,  I  imagine  it  to 
lie  under  feme  great  enchantment,  and  am  very  much 
concerned  for  you  and  all  my  friends  in  it.  I  am  the 
more  afraid,  imagining,  fmce  you  do  not  fly  thofe 
horrible  monfters,  rapine,  diflimulation,  and  luxury, 
that  a  magic  circle  is  drawn  about  you,  and  you  can- 
not efcape.  We  are  here  in  the  country  in  quite  an- 
other world,  furrounded  with  blelTmgs  and  pleafures, 
without  any  occafion  of  exercifing  our  irafcible  fa- 
culties ;  indeed  we  cannot  boaft  of  good-breading 
and  the  art  of  life,  but  yet  we  don't  live  unpleafantly 
in  primitive  fimplicity  and  good  humour.  The  fa- 
fhions  of  the  town  affecl  us  but  jufl;  like  a  raree-fliow, 
we  have  a  curiofity  to  peep  at  them,  and  nothing 
more.  What  you  call  pride,  prodigality,  and  vain- 
glory, we  cannot  find  in  pomp  and  fplendor  at  this 
diftance ;  it  appears  to  us  a  fine  glittering  fcene, 
which  if  we  don't  envy  you,  we  think  you  happier 
than  we  are,  in  your  enjoying  it.  Whatever  you 
may  think  to  perfuade  us  of  the  humility  of  virtue, 
and  her  appearing  in  rags  amongfl  you,  we  can  never 
believe:  our  uninformed  minds  reprefent  her  lb  no- 
ble to  us,  that  we  nccciTi\rily  annex  fplendor  to  her : 

and 
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and  we  could  as  foon  Imagine  the  order  of  things  in- 
verted, and  that  there  is  no  man  in  the  moon,  as  be- 
lieve the  contrary.  I  cannot  forbear  telling  you  we 
indeed  read  the  fpoils  of  Rapine  as  boys  do  the  Eng- 
lifh^  Rogue,  and  hug  ourfelves  full  as  much  over  it ; 
yet  our  rofes  are  not  without  thorns.  Pray  give  me 
the  pleafure  of  hearing  (when  you  are  at  leifure)  \ 

how  foon  I  may  expe6t  to  fee  the  next  volume  of 

Homer, 

I  am,  etc. 
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May  I,  1720. 

xtgu'll  think  me  very  full  of  myfelf,  when  after 
long  filence  (which  however,  to  fay  truth,  has 
rather  been  employed  to  contemplate  of  you,  than 
to  forget  you)  I  begin  to  talk  of  my  own  works.  I 
find  it  is  in  the  finilhing  a  book,  as  in  concluding  a 
feffion  of  Parliament,  one  always  thinks  it  will  be 
very  foon,  and  finds  it  very  late.  There  are  many 
unlooked-for  incidents  to  retard  the  clearing  any  pub- 
lic account,  and  fo  I  fee  it  is  in  mine.  I  have  plagued 
myfelf,  like  great  miniflers,  with  undertaking  too 
much  for  one  man  ;  and  with  a  defire  of  doing  more 
than  was  expefted  from  me,  have  done  lefs  than  I 
ought. 

For 
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For  having  defigned  four  very  hborious  and  un- 
common fort  of  Indexes  to  Homer, I'm  forced, for  want 
of  time,  to  publifli  two  only  :  the  defign  of  which 
you  will  own  to  be  pretty,  though  far  from  being 
fully  executed.  I've  alfo  been  obliged  to  leave  un- 
finifhed  in  my  delk  the  heads  of  two  Eifays,  one  on 
the  Theology  and  Morality  of  Homer,  and  another 
on  the  Oratory  of  Homer  and  Virgil.  So  they  mufl 
wait  for  future  editions,  or  perifli :  and  (one  way  or 
other,  no  great  matter  which)  dabit  dens  his  quoqtie 
jinem.  I  think  of  you  every  day,  I  affure  you,  even 
without  fuch  good  memorials  of  you  as  your  fifters, 
with  whom  I  fometimes  talk  of  you,  and  find  it  one  of 
the  mofl  agreeable  of  all  fubjeds  to  them.  My  Lord 
Digby  mufl  be  perpetually  remembered  by  all  who 
ever  knew  him,  or  knew  his  children.  There  needs 
no  more  than  acquaintance  with  your  family,  to 
make  all  elder  fons  wifh  they  had  fathers  to  their  lives 
end. 

I  can't  touch  upon  the  fubjedl  of  filial  love,  with- 
out putting  you  m  mind  of  an  old  woman,  who  has  a 
fmcere,  hearty,  old-fafhioned  refpeft  for  you,  and 
conflantly  blames  her  fon  for  not  having  writ  to  you 
oftener  to  tell  you  fo. 

I  very  much  wifh  (but  what  fignifies  my  ulihing  ? 
INly  Lady  Scudamore  wiHies,  your  fiflers  wifh)  that 
you  were  with  us,  to  compare  the  beautiful  contrafl 
this  feafon  affords  us,  of  the  town  and  the  country. 
No  ideas  you  could  form  in  the  winter  can  make  you 

imagine 
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imagine  what  Twickenham  *  is  (and  what  your  friend 
Mr.  Johnfon  of  Twickenham  is)  in  this  warmer  fea- 
fon.  Our  river  glitters  beneath  an  unclouded  fun,  at 
the  fame  time  that  its  banks  retain  the  verdure  of 
fhowers :  our  gardens  are  offering  their  firft  nofe- 
gays ;  our  trees,  like  new  acquaintance  brought 
happily  together,  are  ftretching  their  arms  to  meet 
each  other,  and  growing  nearer  and  nearer  every 
hour  ;  the  birds  are  paying  their  thankfgiving  fongs 
for  the  new  habitations  I  have  made  them  :  my  build- 
ing rifes  high  enough  to  attraft  the  eye  and  curiofity 
of  the  paffenger  from  the  river,  where,  upon  be- 
holding a  mixture  of  beauty  and  ruin,  he  enquires 
what  houfe  is  falling,  or  what  church  is  rifmg  ?  So 
little  tafte  have  our  common  Tritons  of  Vitruvius ; 

what- 

*  I  cannot  write  verfes,  fays  Voltaire,  in  the  4th  volume  of  his 
Letters,  fo  well  as  Pope.  But  my  houfe  is  better  than  his,  and  I 
keep  a  better  table  ;  thanks  to  the  care  and  attention  of  Madame 
Denis.  If  the  name  of  Voltaire  has  been  frequently  repeated  in 
thofe  volumes,  it  will  be  found  on  due  examination,  that  his  opi- 
nions have  as  frequently  been  cenfured  as  commended.  It  is  as 
impoffible  to  deny  that  he  had  great  genius  and  wit,  as  it  is  not  to 
lament  the  manner  in  which  he  too  often  ufed  them.  The  French 
Republicans  have  of  late  contributed  to  lower  his  reputation 
among  us,  by  daring  to  claim  and  to  honour  him  as  a  Patron  and 
Defender  of  their  principles  ;  when  it  was  notorious  that  he  was  a 
lover  of  monarchy,  duly  moderated  and  rightly  underftood  :  and 
if  he  had  lived  to  fee  the  various  miferies  of  his  countrymen, 
would  certainly,  if  we  may  judge  from  his  writings,  have  expofed 
and  condemned  the  cruelty  and  injullice  they  have  been  guilty  of 
with  his  utmoft  energy  and  force. 

VOL.  VIII.  E 
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whatever  delight  the  poetical  gods  of  the  river  niay 
take,  in  refleding  on  their  ftreams,  my  Tufcan  porti- 
cos, or  Ionic  pilalters. 

But  (to  defcend  from  all  this  pomp  of  flyle)  the 
befl:  account  of  what  I  am  building,  is,  that  it  will 
atlbrd  me  a  few  pleafant  rooms  for  fuch  a  friend  as 
yourfelf,  or  a  cool  fituation  for  an  hour  or  two  for 
Lady  Scudamore,  when  flie  will  do  me  the  honour 
(at  this  public  houfe  on  the  road)  to  drink  her  own 
cyder. 

The  moment  I  am  writing  this,  I  am  furprized 
with  the  account  of  the  death  of  a  friend  of  mine ; 
which  makes  all  I  have  here  been  talking  of,  a  mere 
jefl !  Buildings,  gardens,  writings,  pleafures,  works  of 
whatever  fluff  man  can  raife !  None  of  tlicm  (God 
knows)  capable  of  advantaging  a  creature  that  is  mor- 
tal, or  of  fatisfying  a  foul  that  is  immortal !  Dear 

Sir, 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     V. 

FROM    MR.    DIGBY. 

May  2  1,  i~2o. 

'xrovR  letter,  which  I  had  two  pofls  ago,  was  very 

medicinal  to  me ;  and  I  heartily  thank  you  for 

the  relief  it  gave  me.     I  was  fick  of  the  thoughts  of 

my  not  having  in  all  this  time  given  you  any  tefti- 

1  mony 
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mony  of  the  afFeftlon  I  owe  you,  and  which  I  as  con- 
ftantly  indeed  feel  as  I  think  of  you.  This  indeed 
was  a  troublefome  ill  to  me,  till,  after  reading  your 
letter,  I  found  it  was  a  mofl  idle  weak  imagination  to 
think  I  could  fo  offend  you.  Of  all  the  imprelTions 
you  have  made  upon  me,  I  never  received  any  with 
greater  joy  than  this  of  your  abundant  good-nature, 
which  bids  me  be  aflured  of  fome  fhare  of  your  af- 
fections. 

I  had  many  other  pleafures  from  your  letter ;  that 
your  mother  remembers  me,  is  a  very  fmcere  joy  to  me: 
I  cannot  but  reflect  how  alike  you  are  ;  from  the  time 
you  do  any  one  a  favour,  you  think  yourfelves  obliged 
as  thofe  that  have  received  one.  This  is  indeed  an 
old-fafhioned  refpeCl,  hardly  to  be  found  out  of  your 
houfe.  I  have  great  hopes,  however,  to  fee  many 
old-fafhioned  virtues  revive,  fmce  you  have  made  our 
age  in  love  with  Homer ;  I  heartily  wifli  you,  who 
are  as  good  a  citizen  as  a  poet,  the  joy  of  feeing  a 
reformation  from  your  works.  I  am  in  doubt  whe- 
ther I  fhould  congratulate  your  having  finifhed  Ho- 
mer, while  the  two  eflays  you  m.ention  are  not  com- 
pleted ;  but  if  you  expect  no  great  trouble  from 
finifhing  thefe,  I  heartily  rejoice  with  you. 

I  have  fome  faint  notion  of  the  beauties  of  Twic- 
kenham from  what  I  here  fee  round  me.  The  verdure 
of  fhowers  is  poured  upon  every  tree  and  field  about 
us ;  the  gardens  unfold  variety  of  colours  to  the  eye 
every  morning  ;  the  hedges  breath  is  beyond  all  per- 

E  2  fume. 
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fume,  and  the  fong  of  birds  we  hear  as  well  as  you. 
But  though  I  hear  and  fee  all  this,  yet  I  think,  they 
would  delight  me  more  if  you  was  here.  I  found 
the  want  of  thcfe  at  Twickenham  while  I  was  there 
with  you,  by  which  I  gucfs  what  an  increafe  of  charms 
it  mufl  now  have.  How  kind  is  it  in  you  to  wifli  me 
there,  and  how  unfortunate  are  my  circumflances  that 
allow  me  not  to  vifit  you  ?  If  I  fee  you,  I  mufl  leave 
my  father  alone,  and  this  uneafy  thought  would  dif- 
appoint  all  my  propofed  pleafures  j  the  fame  circum- 
flances will  prevent  my  profped  of  many  happy  hours 
with  you  in  Lord  Bathurll's  wood,  and  I  fear  of  feeing 
you  till  winter,  unlefs  Lady  Scudamore  comes  to 
Sherburne,  in  which  cafe  I  Ihall  prefs  you  to  fee  Dor- 
fetfhire,  as  you  propofed.  May  you  have  a  long  en- 
joyment of  your  new  favourite  Portico ! 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VL 
FROM    MR.    DIGBY. 

Sherburnt',  Jiilv  9,  1720. 

rpHE  London  language  and  convcrfation  is,  I  find, 
quite  changed  fince  1  left  it,  though  it  is  not 
above  three  or  four  months  ago.  No  violent  change 
in  the  natural  world  ever  afloniHicd  a  Philofopher  (o 
much  as  this  does  me.  I  hope  this  will  calm  all  Party 
rage,  and  introduce  more  humanity  than  has  of  late 

obtained 
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obtained  in  converfation.  All  fcandal  will  fure  be 
laid  afide,  for  there  can  be  no  fuch  difeafe  any  more 
as  fpleen  In  this  new  Golden  age.  I  am  pleafed  with 
the  thoughts  of  feeing  nothing  but  a  general  good 
humour  when  I  come  up  to  town ;  I  rejoice  in  the 
univerfal  riches  I  hear  of,  In  the  thought  of  their  hav- 
ing this  effeft.  They  tell  me,  you  was  foon  content ; 
and  that  you  cared  not  for  fuch  an  Increafe  as  others' 
wiflied  you.  By  this  account  I  judge  you  the  rlcheft 
man  in  the  South-Sea,  and  congratulate  you  accord- 
ingly.    I  can  wifh  you  only  an  increafe  of  health,  for 

of  riches  and  fame  you  have  enough. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VII. 

July  20,  1720. 

X70UR  kind  defire  to  know  the  flate  of  my  health 
had  not  been  unfatisfied  fo  long,  had  not  that  ill 
ftate  been  the  impediment.  Nor  Ihould  I  have  feemed 
an  unconcerned  party  In  the  joys  of  your  family, 
which  I  heard  of  from  Lady  Scudamore,  whofe  fhort 
Efchantillon  of  a  letter  (of  a  quarter  of  a  page)  I 
value  as  the  fhort  gllmpfe  of  a  vifion  afforded  to  fome 
devout  hermit ;  for  It  includes  (as  thofe  revelations 
do)  a  promife  of  a  better  life  in  the  Elyfian  groves  of 
Cirencefter,  whither,  I  could  fay  almoft  in  the  ftyle  of 
a  fermon,  the  Lord  bring  us  all,  etc.  Thither  may 
we  may  tend,  by  various  ways,  to  one  blifsful  bower  : 
E  3  thither 
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thither  may  hcaltii,  peace,  and  good  Iiumour  wait 
upon  us  as  aflbciates ;  thither  may  whole  cargoes  of 
neclar,  (liquor  of  life  and  longevity !)  by  mortals 
called  Spa-water,  be  conveyed  ;  and  there  (as  Milton 
has  it)  may  we,  like 'the  deities, 

On  flow'rs  repos'd,  and  with  frefh  garlands  crown'd, 
Quafl'  immortality  and  joy. 

When  I  fpeak  of  garlands,  I  fhould  not  forget  the 
green  veflments  and  fcarfs,  which  your  fillers  pro- 
mifed  to  make  for  this  purpofe :  I  expecl  you  too  in 
green,  with  a  hunting-horn  by  your  fide  and  a  green 
hat,  the  model  of  which  you  may  take  from  Ofborne's 
defcription  of  King  James  the  Firfl. 

What  words,  what  numbers,  what  oratory,  or  what 
poetry,  can  fuffice  to  exprefs  how  infinitely  I  efleem, 
value,  love,  and  defire  you  all,  above  all  the  great 
ones  of  this  part  of  the  world  ;  above  all  the  Jews, 
jobbers,  bubblers,  fubfcribers,  projeftors,  dircdors, 
governors,  treafurers,  etc.  etc.  etc.  in  faccula  facculo- 
rum. 

Turn  your  eyes  and  attention  from  this  miferable 
mercenary  period ;  and  turn  yourfelf,  in  a  juft  con- 
tempt of  thefe  fons  of  Mammon,  to  the  contempla- 
tion of  books,  gardens,  and  marriage  ;  in  which  I 
now  leave  you,  and  return  (wretch  that  I  am)  to 

water-gruel  and  Palladio. 

I  am,  etc, 
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LETTER     VIII. 
FROM    MR.     DIGBY. 

Sherburne,  July  30. 

CONGRATULATE  you  *,  dear  Sir,  on  the  return  of 
the  Golden  age ;  for  fure  this  mufl  be  fuch,  in 
which  money  is  fhowered  down  in  fuch  abundance 
upon  us.  I  hope  this  overflowing  will  produce  great 
and  good  fruits,  and  bring  back  the  figurative  moral 
Golden  age  to  us.  I  have  fome  omens  to  induce  me 
to  believe  it  may ;  for  when  the  mufes  delight  to  be 
near  a  court,  when  I  find  you  frequently  with  a  Firft- 
minifter,  I  can't  but  expedl  from  fuch  an  intimacy 
an  encouragement  and  revival  of  the  polite  arts.  I 
know,  you  defire  to  bring  them  into  honour,  above 
the  golden  Image  which  is  fet  up  and  worfhipped  j 
and,  if  you  cannot  effect  it,  adieu  to  all  fuch  hopes. 
You  feem  to  intimate  in  yours  another  face  of  things 
from  this  inundation  of  wealth,  as  if  beauty,  wit,  and 
valour  would  no  more  engage  our  pailions  in  the  plea- 
furable  purfuit  of  them,  though  affifted  by  this  in- 
creafe  :  If  fo,  and  if  monflers  only  as  various  as  thofe 
of  Nile  arife  from  this  abundance,  who  that  has  any 
fpleen  about  him  will  not  hade  to  town  to  laugh  f 
What  will  become  of  the  play-hpufe  ?  who  will  go 

thither 

*  Written  during  the  delufion  of  the  famous  South-Sea  fcheme- 
E  4 
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thither  while  there  is  fuch  entertainment  in  the  ftreets  ? 
I  hope  \vc  fhall  neither  want  good  Satire  nor  Comedy ; 
if  we  do,  the  age  may  well  be  thought  barren  of  ge- 
niiifes,  for  none  has  ever  produced  better  fubjedls. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     IX. 

FROM    MR.     DIGBY. 

Colelhill,  Nov.  12,  1720. 
T  FIND  In  my  heart  that  I  have  a  taint  of  the  cor- 
rupt age  we  live  in.  I  want  the  public  Spirit  fo 
much  admired  in  old  Rome,  of  facrificing  every  thing 
that  is  dear  to  us  to  the  commonwealth.  I  even  feel 
a  more  intimate  concern  for  my  friends  who  have 
fuffercd  in  the  S.  Sea,  than  for  the  public,  which  is 
laid  to  be  undone  by  it.  But,  I  hope,  the  reafon  is, 
that  I  do  not  fee  fo  evidently  the  ruin  of  the  public 
to  be  a  confequence  of  it,  as  I  do  the  lofs  of  my 
friends.  I  fear  there  are  few  befides  yourfelf  that 
will  be  perfuadcd  by  old  Hefiod,  that  half  is  more  than 
the  "ivhcle.  I  know  not  whether  I  do  not  rejoice  in 
your  fuflcrings';  fmce  they  have  fhewn  me  your 
nu'nd  is  principled  with  fuch  a  fentiment,  I  aiTurc  you 
I  expect  from  it  a  performance  greater  flill   than 

Homer. 

•  See  Note  on  V.  i39.of  the  fccond  Satire,  Pook  ii.  of  Horace, 
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Homer,  I  have  an  extreme  joy  from  your  com- 
municating to  me  this  affedion  of  your  mind ; 

Quid  voveat  dulci  Nutrlcula  majus  alumno  ? 

Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  no  equipage  could  fhew  you  to 
my  eye  in  fo  much  fplendor.  I  would  not  indulge 
this  fit  of  philofophy  fo  far  as  to  be  tedious  to  you, 
elfe  I  could  profecute  it  with  pleafure. 

I  long  to  fee  you,  your  Mother,  and  your  Villa ; 
till  then  I  will  fay  nothing  of  Lord  Bathurfl's  wood, 
which  I  faw  on  my  return  hither.  Soon  after  Chrill- 
mas  I  defign  for  London,  where  I  (hall  mifs  Lady 
Scudamore  very  much,  who  intends  to  flay  in  the 
country  all  winter.  I  am  angry  with  her,  as  I  am 
like  to  fuffer  by  this  refolution,  and  would  fain  blame 
her,  but  cannot  find  a  caufe.  The  man  is  curfed  that 
has  a  longer  letter  than  this  to  write  with  as  bad  a 
pen,  yet  I  can  ufe  it  with  pleafure  to  fend  my  fervices 
to  your  good  mother,  and  to  write  myfelf. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     X. 

Sept.  I,  1722. 

^ocTOR  Arbuthnot  is  going  to  Bath,  and  will 
flay  there  a  fortnight  or  more :  Perhaps  you 
would  be  comforted  to  have  a  fiffht  of  him, 
whether  you  need   him   or  not.      I  tlaink  him  as 

good 
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good  a  Do^or  as  any  man  for  one  that  is  ill,  and  a 
better  Doftor  for  one  that  is  well.  He  would  do  ad- 
mirably for  Mrs.  Mary  Digby :  She  needed  only  to 
follow  his  hints,  to  be  in  eternal  bufmefs  and  amufe- 
ment  of  mind,  and  even  as  ^diive.  as  fhe  could  defire. 
But  indeed  I  fear  Ihe  would  out-walk  him ;  for  (as 
Dean  Swift  obfcrved  to  me  the  very  firft  time  I  fiiw  the 
Doctor)  "  He  is  a  man  that  can  do  every  thing  but 
"  walk.'*  His  brother,  who  is  lately  come  into  Eng- 
land, goes  alfo  to  the  Bath ;  and  is  a  more  extraor- 
dinary man  than  he,  worth  your  going  thither  on  pur- 
pofe  to  know  him.  The  fpirit  of  philanthropy,  fo  long 
dead  to  our  world,  is  revived  in  him  :  He  is  a  philo- 
fopher  all  of  fire ;  fo  warmly,  nay  fo  wildly  in  the 
right,  that  he  forces  all  others  about  him  to  be  fo  too, 
and  draws  them  into  his  own  vortex.  He  is  a  liar 
that  looks  as  if  it  were  all  fire,  but  is  all  benignity,  all 
gentle  and  beneficial  influence.  If  there  be  other  men 
in  the  world  that  would  ferve  a  friend,  yet  he  is  the 
onlv  one,  I  believe,  that  could  make  even  an  enemv 
fcrve  a  friend. 

As  all  human  life  is  chequered  and  mixed  with  ac- 
quifitions  and  lolfes,  (though  the  latter  are  more  cer- 
tain and  irremediable,  than  the  former  lading  or  fatif- 
faclory,)  fo  at  the  time  I  have  gained  the  acquaintance 
of  one  worthy  man,  I  have  loft  another,  a  very  eafy, 
humane,  and  gentlemanly  neighbour,  I\Ir.  Stonor. 
"lis  certain  the  lofs  of  one  of  this  character  puts  us 
naturally  upon  fctting  a  greater  value  on  the  few  that 

are 
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are  left,  though  the  degree  of  our  efteem  may  be  dif- 
ferent. Nothing,  fays  Seneca,  is  fo  melancholy  a  cir- 
cumftance  in  human  life,  or  fo  foon  reconciles  us  to 
the  thought  of  our  own  death,  as  the  refleftion  and 
profped  of  one  friend  after  another  dropping  round 
us !  Who  would  ftand  alone,  the  fole  remaining  ruin, 
the  lall  tottering  column  of  all  the  fabric  of  friend- 
fhip  once  fo  large,  feemingly  fo  ftrong,  and  yet  fo 
fuddenly  funk  and  buried  ? 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XI. 

T  HAVE  belief  enough  in  the  goodnefs  of  your  whole 
family,  to  think  you  will  all  be  pleafed  that  I  am 
arrived  in  fafety  at  Twickenham  ;  though  it  is  a  fort 
of  earneil  that  you  will  be  troubled  again  with  me  at 
Sherburne,  or  Colefhill ;  for  however  I  may  like  one 
of  your  places,  it  may  be  in  that  as  in  lildng  one  of 
your  familv  ;  when  one  fees  the  reft,  one  likes  them 
all.  Pray  make  my  fervices  acceptable  to  them :  I 
wiih  them  all  the  happinefs  they  may  want,  and  the 
continuance  of  all  the  happinefs  they  have  ;  and  I  take 
the  latter  to  comprize  a  great  deal  more  than  the  for- 
mer. I  muft  feparate  Lady  Scudamore  from  you,  as, 
I  fear,  fhe  will  do  herfelf  before  this  letter  reaches 
you  :    So  I  wifh  her  a  good  journey,  and  I  hope  one 

day 
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day  to  try  if  fne  lives  as  well  as  you  do  :  Though  i 
much  queftion  if  fhc  can  Hve  as  quietly  :  I  fufpefl  the 
bells  will  be  ringing  at  her  arrival,  and  on  her  own 
and  Mifs  Scudamore's  birth-days,  and  that  all  the 
Clergy  in  the  country  come  to  pay  refpecls ;  both 
the  Clergy  and  their  Bells  expecting  from  her,  and 
from  the  young  Lady,  further  bufinefs  and  further 
employment.  Befides  all  this,  there  dwells  on  the 
one  fide  of  her  the  Lady  Conninglb)',  and  on  the 
other  Mr.  W*  .  Yet  I  fhall,  when  the  days  and  the 
years  come  about,  adventure  upon  all  this  for  her 
fake. 

I  beg  my  Lord  Digby  to  think  me  a  better  man, 
than  to  content  myfelf  with  thanking  him  in  the  com- 
mon way.  I  am,  in  as  fincere  a  fenfe  of  the  word, 
his  fervant,  as  you  are  his  fon,  or  he  your  father. 

I  mufl  in  my  turn  infifl  upon  hearing  how  my  lad 
fellow-travellers  got  home  from  Clarendon,  and  de- 
fire  Mr.  Philips  to  remember  me  in  his  Cyder  f,  and 
to  tell  Mr.  W*    that  I  am  dead  and  buried. 

I  wifli  the  young  Ladies,  whom  I  almofl  robbed  of 
their  good  name,  a  better  name  in  return  (even  that 
very  name  to  each  of  them,  which  they  fliall  like  bcft, 
for  the  fake  of  the  man  that  bears  it). 

Your,  etc. 

■f  He  ircqccntly  cxprcfLci  Iil.  lotal  tiiflikc  of  this  potm  ;  tlioiigh 
its  author  was  patronized  hy  Bolingbroke,  wlio  alfo  induced  Philipr. 
to  write  the  poem  on  BUnhcim.  Cyder  was  clejjantly  tranflatcd 
into  Latin  vcrlc  hy  my  amiable  friend  Mr.  Piiclps,  Under  Secretary' 
of  State  to  Lord  Sandwich,  whilft  he  was  a  Scholar  at  Winehcfter 
College,   173S. 
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LETTER     XII. 


1722. 


XT'  ou  R  making  a  fort  of  apology  for  your  not  writ- 
ing, is  a  very  genteel  reproof  to  me.  I  know  I 
was  to  blame,  but  I  know  I  did  not  intend  to  be  fo, 
and  (what  is  the  happieft  knowledge  in  the  world)  I 
know  you  will  forgive  me  ;  for  fure  nothing  is  more 
fatisfaclory  than  to  be  certain  of  fuch  a  friend  as  will 
overlook  one's  failings,  fmce  every  fuch  inftance  is  a 
convidlion  of  his  kindnefs. 

If  I  am  all  my  life  to  dwell  in  intentions,  and  never 
to  rife  to  actions,  I  have  but  too  much  need  of  that 
gentle  difpofition  which  I  experience  in  you.  But  I 
hope  better  things  of  myfelf,  and  fully  purpofe  to 
make  you  a  vifit  this  fummer  at  Sherburne.  I'm 
told,  you  are  all  upon  removal  very  fpeedily,  and  that 
Mrs.  Mary  Digby  talks  in  a  letter  to  Lady  Scudamore, 
of  feeing  my  Lord  Bathurft's  wood  in  her  way.  How 
much  I  wifh  to  be  her  guide  through  that  enchanted 
foreil,  is  not  to  be  exprefl'ed  :  I  look  upon  myfelf  as 
the  magician  appropriated  to  the  place,  without  whom 
no  mortal  can  penetrate  into  the  recefl'es  of  thofe  facred 
fiiades.  I  could  pafs  whole  days,  in  only  defcribing 
to  her  the  future,  and  as  yet  vifionary  beauties  that 
are  to  rife  in  thofe  fcenes :  The  palace  that  is  to  be 
built,  the  pavilions  that  are  to  glitter,  the  colonades 
that  are  to  adorn  them  :   Nay  more,  the  meeting  of 

the 
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the  Thames  and  the  Severn,  which  (when  the  noble 
Owner  has  finer  dreams  than  ordinary)  are  to  be  led 
into  each  other's  embraces  through  fecret  caverns  of 
not  above  twelve  or  fifteen  miles,  till  they  rife  and 
celebrate  their  marriage  in  the  midll  of  an  immenfe 
r.mphithcatre,  which  is  to  be  the  admiration  of 
polierity  a  hundred  years  hence,  But  till  the  def- 
tined  time  (hall  arrive  that  is  to  manifefl  thefe  won- 
ders, Mrs.  Digby  mufl:  content  herfelf  with  feeing  what 
is  at  prefent  no  more  than  the  fmefl  wood  in  England. 

The  objetls  that  attrad  this  part  of  the  world,  arc 
of  a  quite  different  nature.  Women  of  quality  are 
all  turned  followers  of  the  camp  in  Hyde-park  this 
vear,  whither  all  the  town  refort  to  magnificent  en- 
tertainments given  by  the  officer.*,  etc.  The  Scythian 
Ladies  that  dwelt  in  the  waggons  of  war,  were  not 
more  clofely  attached  to  the  luggage.  The  matrons, 
like  thofe  of  Sparta,  attend  their  fons  to  the  field,  to 
be  the  witnefl'es  of  their  glorious  deeds ;  and  the 
maidens,  with  all  their  charms  difplayed,  provi<ke  the 
fpirit  of  the  Soldiers  :  Tea  and  Coirce  fupply  the  place 
of  Lacedemonian  black  broth.  This  camp  feems 
crowned  \\ith  perpetual  victory,  for  every  fun  that 
rifes  in  the  thunder  of  cannon,  fets  in  the  nuific  of 
violins.  Nothinq;  is  vet  wantimr  but  the  conftant 
prefence  of  the  Princefs,  to  reprefcnt  the  KLucr  Ex- 
eriifus. 

At  Twickenham  the  world  goes  othcrwife.  There 
are  certain  old  people  who  take  up  all  my  time,  and 

will 
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will  hardly  allow  me  to  keep  any  other  company.  They 
were  introduced  here  by  a  man  of  their  own  fort, 
who  has  made  me  perfectly  rude  to  all  contemporaries, 
and  won't  fo  much  as  fuffer  me  to  look  upon  them. 
The  perfon  I  complain  of  is  the  Blfliop  of  Rochefter. 
Yet  he  allows  me  (from  fomething  he  has  heard  of 
your  charafter  and  that  of  your  family,  as  if  you  were 
of  the  old  fed;  of  moralifts)  to  write  three  or  four 
fides  of  paper  to  you,  and  to  tell  you  (w^hat  thefe  fort 
of  people  never  tell  but  with  truth  and  religious  fm- 
cerity)  that  I  am,  and  ever  will  be, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XIII. 

^HE  fame  reafon  that  hinder'd  your  writing,  hin- 
dered mine,  the  pleafmg  expeclatlon  to  fee  you 
in  town.  Indeed,  fmce  the  willing  confinement  I  have 
lain  under  here  with  my  mother,  (whom  it  is  natural 
and  reafonable  I  fliould  rejoice  with,  as  well  as  grieve,) 
I  could  the  better  bear  your  abfence  from  London, 
for  I  could  hardly  have  feen  you  there  ;  and  it  would 
not  have  been  quite  reafonable  to  have  drawn  you  to 
a  fick  room  hither,  from  the  firft  embraces  of  your 
friends.  My  mother  is  now  (I  thank  God)  wonder- 
fully recovered,  though  not  fo  much  as  yet  to  venture 
out  of  her  chamber,  but  enough  to  enjoy  a  few  par- 
ticular 
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licular  friends,  when  they  have  the  good  nature  to 
look  upon  her.  I  may  recommend  to  you  the  room 
we  fit  in,  upon  one  (and  that  a  favourite)  account, 
that  it  is  the  very  warmcft  in  the  houfe  ;  we  and  our 
fires  will  equally  fmile  upon  your  face.  There  is  a 
Perfian  proverb  that  fays  (I  think  very  prettily),  "  The 
"  converfation  of  a  friend  brightens  the  eyes.'*  This 
I  take  to  be  a  fplendor  Hill  more  agreeable  than  the 
fires  you  fo  delightfully  defcribe. 

That  you  may  long  enjoy  your  own  fire-fide  in 
the  metaphorical  fenfe ;  that  is,  all  thofe  of  your  fa- 
mily who  make  it  pleafing  to  fit  and  fpend  whole 
wintry  months  together  (a  far  more  rational  delight, 
and  better  felt  by  an  honefl:  heart,  than  all  the  glar- 
ing entertainments,  numerous  lights,  and  falfe  fplen- 
dors,  of  an  Aflembly  of  empty  heads,  aking  hearts, 
and  falfe  faces).  This  is  my  fincere  wifh  to  you  and 
yours. 

You  fay  you  propofe  much  pleafure  in  feeing  fome 
new  faces  about  town,  ot  my  acquaintance.  I  guefs 
vou  mean  Mrs.  Howard's  and  Mrs.  Blount's.  And 
I  allure  you,  you  ought  to  take  as  nuich  pleafure  in 
their  hearts,  if  they  are  what  they  fometimes  exprefs 
with  regard  to  you. 

Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  to  you  all,  a  very  faithful 
fervant. 
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LETTER     XIV. 
FROM    MR.    DIGBY. 

Sherburne,  Aug.  14,  1723. 

T  can't  return  from  fo  agreeable  an  entertainment 
as  yours  in  the  country,  without  acknowledging  it. 
I  thank  you  heartily  for  the  new  agreeable  idea  of  life 
you  there  gave  me  j  it  will  remain  long  with  me,  for 
it  is  very  flrongly  imprefled  upon  my  imagination. 
I  repeat  the  memory  of  it  often,  and  fhall  value  that 
faculty  of  the  mind  now  more  than  ever,  for  the 
power  it  gives  me  of  being  entertained,  in  your  villa, 
when  abfent  from  it.  As  you  are  poflelTed  of  all  the 
pleafures  of  the  country,  and,  as  I  think,  of  a  right 
mind,  what  can  I  wifh  you  but  health  to  enjoy  them  ? 
This  I  fo  heartily  do,  that  I  fhould  be  even  glad  to 
hear  your  good  old  mother  might  lofe  all  her  prefent 
pleafures  in  her  unwearied  care  of  you,  by  your  bet- 
ter health  convincing  them  it  is  unneceflary. 

I  am  troubled,  and  fliall  be  fo,  till  I  hear  you  have 
received  this  letter :  for  you  gave  me  the  greateft 
pleafure  imaginable  in  yours,  and  I  am  impatient  to 
acknowledge  it.  If  I  any  ways  deferve  that  friendly 
v^^armth  and  affection  with  which  you  write,  it  is,  that 
I  have  a  heart  full  of  love  and  efteem  for  you :  fo 
truly,  that  I  fhould  lofe  the  greateft  pleafure  of  my 
life  if  I  loft  your  good  opinion.  It  rejoices  me  very 
much  to  be  reckoned  by  you  in  the  clafs  of  honeft 
VOL.  VIII.  jp  m£n : 
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men  :  for  though  I  am  not  troubled  over  much  about 
the  opinion  mofl  may  have  of  me,  yet,  I  own,  it 
would  grieve  me  not  to  be  thought  well  of  by  you 
and  fome  few  others.  I  will  not  doubt  my  own 
ftrength,  yet  I  have  this  further  fecurity  to  maintain 
my  integrity,  that  I  cannot  part  with  that,  without 
forfeiting  your  efteem  with  it. 

Perpetual  difordcr  and  ill  health  have  for  fome 
years  fo  difguifed  me,  that  I  fometimes  fear  I  do  not 
to  my  bed  friends  enough  appear  what  I  really  am. 
Sicknefs  is  a  great  oppreflbr  ;  it  does  great  injury  to 
a  zealous  heart,  flifling  its  warmth,  and  not  fuffering 
it  to  break  out  into  adion.  But,  I  hope,  I  Ihall  not 
make  this  complaint  much  longer.  I  have  other 
hopes  that  pleafe  me  too,  though  not  fo  well  grounded: 
thefe  are,  that  you  may  yet  make  a  journey  wefl- 
ward  with  Lord  Bathuril ;  but  of  the  probability  of 
this  I  do  not  venture  to  reafon,  becaufe  I  would  not 
part  with  the  plcafure  of  that  belief.  It  grieves  me 
to  think  how  far  I  am  removed  from  you,  and  from 
that  excellent  Lord,  whom  I  love !  Indeed  I  remem- 
ber him,  as  one  that  has  made  ficknefs  eafy  to  me, 
by  bearing  with  my  infirmities  in  the  fame  manner 
that  you  have  always  done.  I  often  too  confider  him 
in  other  liuhts  that  make  him  valuable  to  me.  With 
him,  I  know  not  by  what  connexion,  you  never  fail 
to  come  into  my  mind,  as  if  you  were  infeparable.  I 
have,  as  you  gucls,  many  philofophical  reveries  in  the 
fliades  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  of  which  you   arc  a 

groat 
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great  part.  You  generally  enter  there  with  me,  and 
like  a  good  Genius,  applaud  and  flrengthen  all  my 
fentiments  that  have  honour  in  them.  This  good 
office  which  you  have  often  done  me  unknowingly,  I 
mufl  acknowledge  now,  that  my  own  breaft  may  not 
reproach  me  with  ingratitude,  and  difquiet  me  when  I 
would  mufe  again  in  that  folemn  fcene.  I  have  not 
room  now  left  to  afk  you  many  queftions  I  intended 
about  the  Odyfley.  I  beg  I  may  know  how  far  you 
have  carried  Ulyfles  on  his  journey,  and  how  you 
have  been  entertained  with  him  on  the  way  ?  I  defire 
I  may  hear  of  your  health,  of  Mrs.  Pope's,  and  of 
every  thing  elfe  that  belongs  to  you. 

How  thrive  your  garden  plants?  How  look  the 
trees  ?  How  fpring  the  Brocoli  and  the  Fenochio  ? 
Hard  names  to  fpell !  How  did  the  poppies  bloom  ? 
And  how  is  the  great  room  approved  ?  What  parties 
have  you  had  of  pleafure?  What  in  the  grotto  ?  What 
upon  the  Thames  ?  I  would  know  how  all  your  hours 
pafs,  all  you  fay,  and  all  you  do  ;  of  which  I  fhould 
queftion  you  yet  farther,  but  my  paper  is  full  and 
fpares  you.  My  brother  Ned  is  wholly  yours,  fo  my 
father  defires  to  be,  and  every  foul  here  whofe  name 
is  Digby.  My  filler  will  be  yours  in  particular. 
What  can  I  add  more  ? 

I  am,  etc. 


F  2 
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LETTER     XV. 

Oclobcr  lo. 

T  WAS  upon  the  point  of  taking  a  much  greater  jour- 
ney than  to  Bermudas,  even  to  that  undi [cover  d 
country,  from  ivhofc  bourn  No  traveller  returns/ 

A  fever  carried  me  on  the  high  gallop  towards  it 
for  fix  or  feven  days — But  here  you  have  me  now, 
and  that  is  all  I  fhall  fay  of  it :  fmce  which  time  an 
impertinent  lamenefs  kept  me  at  home  twice  as  long ; 
as  if  fate  fhould  fay  (after  the  other  dangerous  ill- 
nefs),  "  You  fliall  neither  go  into  the  other  world, 
**  nor  any  where  you  like  in  this."  Life  who  knows 
but  I  had  been  at  Hom-lacy  ? 

I  confpire  in  your  fentiments,  emulate  your  plea- 
fures,  wilh  for  your  company.  You  arc  all  of  one 
heart  and  one  foul,  as  was  faid  of  the  primitive 
Chriflians  :  'tis  like  the  kingdom  of  the  jufl  upon 
earth  ;  not  a  wicked  A\retch  to  interrupt  you,  but  a 
fet  of  tried,  experienced  friends,  and  fellow-com- 
forters,  who  have  feen  evil  men  and  evil  days,  and 
have  by  a  fuperior  rectitude  of  heart  fet  yourfelves 
above  them,  and  reap  your  reward.  ^VIu-  will  you 
ever,  of  your  own  accord,  end  fuch  a  millenarv  year 
in  London  ?  Tranfmigrate  (if  I  may  fo  call  it)  into 
other  creatures,  in  that  fcenc  of  folly  militant,  when 
you  may  reign  for  ever  at  Hom-lacy  in  [un\\:  and  rca- 
fon  triumphant?  I  appeal  lo  a  thin!  ladv  in  vour  fa- 

mil\ , 
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mily,  whom  I  take  to  be  the  mofl  innocent,  and  the 
lead  warped  by  idle  fafhion  and  cuftom  of  you  all ; 
I  appeal  to  her,  If  you  are  not  every  foul  of  you  bet- 
ter people,  better  companions,  and  happier,  where 
you  are  ?  I  defire  her  opinion  under  her  hand  in  your 
next  letter,  I  mean  Mifs  Scudamore's ''.  I  am  confi- 
dent if  file  wovdd  or  durll  fpeak  her  fenfe,  and  em- 
ploy that  reafoning  which  God  has  given  her,  to  in- 
fufe  more  thoughtfulnefs  into  you  all ;  thofe  argu- 
ments could  not  fail  to  put  you  to  the  blufh,  and 
keep  you  out  of  town,  like  people  fenfible  of  your 
own  felicities.  I  am  not  without  hopes,  if  fiie  can 
detain  a  parliament  man  and  a  lady  of  quality  from 
the  world  one  winter,  that  I  may  come  upon  you  with 
fuch  irrefiflible  arguments  another  year,  as  may  carry 
you  all  with  me  to  Bermudas  %  the  feat  of  all  earthly 
happinefs  and  the  new  Jerufalem  of  the  righteous. 

Don't  talk  of  the  decay  of  the  year,  the  feafon  is 
good  where  the  people  are  fo :  'tis  the  bed  time  in 
the  year  for  a  painter ;  there  is  more  variety  of  co- 
lours in  the  leaves,  the  profpecls  begin  to  open, 
through  the  thinner  woods,  over  the  valleys  j  and 
through  the  high  canopies  of  trees  to  the  higher  arch 
of  heaven :  the  dews  of  the  morning  impearl  every 

thornj^ 

''  Afterwards  Ducliefs  of  Beaufort,  at  tliis  time  very  young.   P. 

She  was  afterwards  much  talked  of,  for  a  particular  intrigue. 

'^  About  this  time  the  Rev.  Dean  Berkley  conceived  his  project 
of  erefting  a  fettlement  in  Bermudas  for  the  propagation  of  the 
Chriftian  faith,  and  introduftion  of  Sciences  into  America.      P. 

F   :i 
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thorn,  and  fcatter  diamonds  on  the  verdant  mantle  of 
the  earth  ;  the  frofls  are  frefh  and  wholefome :  what 
would  you  have  ?  The  Moon  fhines  too,  though  not 
for  Lovers  thefe  cold  nights,  but  for  Aftronomers. 

Have  you  not  refiecling  Telefcopes '',  whereby  ye 
may  innocently  magnify  her  fpots  and  blemifhes  ? 
Content  yourfelves  with  them,  and  do  not  come  to  a 
place  where  your  own  eyes  become  refledling  telef- 
copes, and  where  thofe  of  all  others  are  equally  fuch 
upon  their  neighbours.  Stay  you  at  leaft,  (for  what 
I've  faid  before  relates  only  to  the  ladies  :  don't  ima- 
gine rU  write  about  any  eyes  but  theirs,)  ftay,  I  fay, 
from  that  idle,  bufy-looking  Sanhedrin,  where  wif- 
dom  or  no  wifdom  is  the  eternal  debate,  not  (as  it 
lately  was  in  Ireland)  an  accidental  one. 

If,  after  all,  you  will  defpife  good  advice,  and  re- 
folve  to  come  to  London,  here  you  will  find  me,  do- 
ing jufl  the  things  I  fhould  not,  living  where  I  fliould 
not,  and  as  worldly,  as  idle,  in  a  word,  as  much  an 
Anti-Bermudanifl  as  any  body.  Dear  Sir,  make  the 
ladies  know  I  am  their  fervant,  you  know  I  am 

Yours,  etc. 

•^  Thefc  inflruments  were  jufl  then  brought  to  perfedlion.     P. 
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LETTER     XVI. 

Aug.  12. 
T  HAVE  been  above  a  month  ftroUing  about  in  Buck- 
inghamfhire  and  Oxfordfhire,  from  garden  to  gar- 
den, but  ftill  returning  to  Lord  Cobham's  with  frefh 
fatisfadion.  I  fliould  be  forry  to  fee  my  Lady  Scu- 
damore's,  till  it  has  had  the  full  advantage  of  Lord 
B*'s  improvements ;  and  then  I  will  exped  fome- 
thing  hke  the  waters  of  Rifkins,  and  the  woods  of 
Oakley  together,  which  (without  flattery)  would  be 
at  leaft  as  good  as  any  thing  in  our  world :  For  as 
to  the  hanging  gardens  of  Babylon,  the  Paradife  of 
Cyrus,  and  the  Sharawaggi's  of  China  f,  I  have 
little  or  no  ideas  of  them,  but,  I  dare  fay,  Lord  B* 
has,  becaufe  they  were  certainly  both  very  great 
and  very  wild.  I  hope  Mrs.  Mary  Digby  is  quite 
tired  of  his  Lordfliip*s  Extravagante  Bergerie :  and 
that  fhe  is  juft  now  fitting,  or  rather  reclining  on  a 
bank,  fatigued  with  over-much  dancing  and  fmging 
at  his  unwearied  requeft  and  inftigation.  I  know 
your  love  of  eafe  fo  well,  that  you  might  be  in  dan- 
ger of  being  too  quiet  to  enjoy  quiet,  and  too  philo- 
fophical  to  be  a  philofopher  ;  were  it  not  for  the  fer- 
ment Lord  B.  will  put  you  into.     One  of  his  Lord- 

fhip's 

■f  See  Sir  W.  Temple's  account  of  them,  vol.  3,  of  his  EfTays  ; 
but  above  all,  Sir  W.  Chambers's  defcription  of  them,  and  the 
Heroic  Epiftle  addreffed  to  him. 

F4 
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iliip's  maxims  U,  that  a  total  abflinence  from  Intem- 
perance or  bufmcfs,  is  no  more  pliilolbphy,  tlian  a  total 
confopiation  *  of  the  fenfes  is  repofe ;  one  mufl  feel 
enough  of  its  contrary  to  have  a  reUfli  of  either. 
But,  after  all,  let  your  temper  work,  and  be  as  fedate 
and  contemplative  as  you  will,  I'll  engage  you  dial!  be 
fit  for  any  of  us,  when  you  come  to  town  in  the  win- 
ter. Folly  will  laugh  you  into  all  the  cuftoms  of  the 
company  here  ;  nothing  will  be  able  to  prevent  your 
converfion  ta  her,  but  fndifpofition,  which,  I  hope* 
will  be  far  from  you.  I  am  telling  the  word  that  can 
come  of  you  ;  for  as  to  vice,  you  are  fafe  ;  but  folly 
is  many  an  honeft  man's,  nay  every  good-humoured 
man's  lot :  nay,  it  is  the  feafoning  of  life  ;  and  fools 
(in  one  fenfe)  are  the  fait  of  the  earth  :  a  little  is  ex- 
cellent, though  indeed  a  whole  mouthful  is  juflly 
called  the  Devil. 

So  much  for  your  diverfions  next  winter,  and  for 
mine.  I  envy  you  much  more  at  prefent,  than  I  fliall 
then  ;  for  if  there  be  on  earth  an  image  of  paradife, 
it  is  fuch  perfect  Union  and  Society  as  you  all  pof- 
fefs.  I  would  have  my  innocent  envies  and  wilhes  of 
your  ftate  known  to  you  all ;  which  is  far  better  than 
making  you  compliments,  for  it  is  inward  approbation 
and  ellccm.  i\Iy  Lord  Digby  has  in  me  a  fmcere 
lervant,  or  would  have,  were  there  any  occafion  for 
me  to  manilcfl  it. 

*  Oiit  of  ihe  few  new  words  he  ever  iiftd. 
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LETTER     XVII. 

D*ecember  28,  1724. 

TT  Is  now  the  feafon  to  wifh  you  a  good  end  of  one 
year,  and  a  happy  beginning  of  another  :  but  both 
thefe  you  know  how  to  make  yourfelf,  by  only  con- 
tinuing fuch  a  life  as  you  have  been  long  accuftomed 
to  lead.  As  for  good  works,  they  are  things  I  dare 
not  name,  either  to  thofe  that  do  them,  or  to  thofe 
that  do  them  not ;  the  firft  are  too  modeft,  and  the 
latter  too  felfifh,  to  bear  the  mention  of  what  are  be- 
come either  too  old-fafhioned,  or  too  private,  to  con- 
flitute  any  part  of  the  vanity  or  reputation  of  the  pre- 
fent  age.  However,  it  were  to  be  wdfhed  people 
would  now  and  then  look  upon  good  works  as  they  do 
upon  old  wardrobes,  merely  in  cafe  any  of  them  fhould 
by  chance  come  into  fafliion  again  ;  as  ancient  fardin- 
gales  revive  in  modern  hooped  petticoats  (which  may 
be  properly  compared  to  charities,  as  they  cover  a 
multitude  of  fms). 

They  tell  me  that  at  Colefliill  certain  antiquated 
charities  and  obfolete  devotions  are  yet  fubfifling  : 
that  a  thing  called  Chriftian  Chearfulnefs,  (not  incom- 
patible with  Chriftmas-pies  and  plum-broth,)  whereof 
frequent  is  the  mention  in  old  fermons  and  alma- 
nacks, is  really  kept  alive  and  in  practice  :  that  feed- 
ing the  hungry,  and  giving  alms  to  the  poor,  do  yet 
make  a  part  of  good  houie-keeping,  in  a  latitude  not 
I  more 
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more  remote  from  London  than  fourfcorc  miles  :  and 
laflly,  that  prayers  and  roafl-beef  actually  made  fomc 
people  as  happy  as  a  whore  and  a  bottle.  But  here 
in  town,  I  aflure  you,  men,  women,  and  children  have 
done  with  thefe  things  Charity  not  only  begins,  but 
ends,  at  home.  Inflcad  of  the  four  cardinal  virtues, 
now  reign  four  courtly  ones ;  we  have  cunning  for 
prudence,  rapine  for  juflice,  time-ferving  for  fortitude, 
and  luxury  for  temperance.  Whatever  you  may 
fancy,  where  you  Hve  in  a  flate  of  ignorance,  and  fee 
nothing  but  quiet,  religion,  and  good-humour,  the 
cafe  is  juft  as  I  tell  you  where  people  underfland  the 
world,  and  know  how  to  live  with  credit  and  glory. 

I  wifli  that  heaven  would  open  the  eyes  of  men, 
and  make  them  fenfible  which  of  thefe  is  right ;  whe- 
ther, upon  a  due  convidion,  we  are  to  quit  faftion 
and  gaming,  and  high-feeding,  and  all  manner  of 
luxury,  and  to  take  to  your  country  way  ?  or  you  to 
leave  prayers,  and  almfgiving,  and  reading,  and  exer- 
cife,  and  come  into  our  meafures  ?  I  wifh  (I  fay)  that 
this  matter  was  as  clear  to  all  men  as  it  is  to 

Your  affeQionate,  etc. 
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LETTER     XVIII. 

DEAR  SIR,  April  21,  1726. 

J  HAVE  a  great  inclination  to  write  to  you,  though  I 
cannot  by  writing,  any  more  than  I  could  by  words, 
exprefs  what  part  I  bear  in  your  fufFerings.  Nature 
and  efteem  in  you  are  joined  to  aggravate  your  afflic- 
tion :  the  latter  I  have  in  a  degree  equal  even  to 
yours,  and  a  tie  of  friendfhip  approaches  near  to  the 
tendernefs  of  nature  :  yet,  God  knows,  no  man  living 
is  lefs  fit  to  comfort  you,  as  no  man  is  more  deeply 
fenfible  than  myfelf  of  the  greatnefs  of  the  lofs.  That 
very  virtue  which  fecures  his  prefent  ftate  from  all 
the  forrows  incident  to  ours,  does  but  aggrandize  our 
fenfation  of  its  being  removed  from  our  fight,  from 
our  affection,  and  from  our  imitation  ;  for  the  friend- 
fhip and  fociety  of  good  men  does  not  only  make  us 
happier,  but  it  makes  us  better.  Their  death  does 
but  complete  their  felicity  before  our  own,  who  pro- 
bably are  not  yet  arrived  to  that  degree  of  perfection 
which  merits  an  immediate  reward.  That  your  dear 
brother  and  my  dear  friend  was  fo,  I  take  his  very 
removal  to  be  a  proof;  Providence  would  certainly 
lend  virtuous  men  to  a  world  that  fo  much  wants 
them,  as  long  as  in  its  juflice  to  them  it  could  fpare 
them  to  us.  .  May  my  foul  be  with  thofe  who  have 
meant  well,  and  have  aded  well  to  that  meaning ! 

And, 
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And,  I  doubt  not,  if  this  prayer  be  granted,  1  lluill  be 
with  him.  Let  us  preferve  his  memory  in  the  way 
he  would  bed  like,  by  recollecting  what  his  beha- 
viour would  have  been,  m  every  incident  of  our  lives 
to  come,  and  doing  i'^.  each  juft  as  we  think,  he  would 
have  done ;  fo  we  fiiall  have  him  always  before 
our  eyes,  and  in  our  minds,  and  (what  is  more)  in 
our  lives  and  manners.  I  hope  when  we  fhall  meet 
him  next,  we  fliall  be  more  of  a  piece  with  him,  and 
confequently  not  to  be  evermore  feparated  from  him. 
I  will  add  but  one  w^ord  that  relates  to  what  remains 
of  vourfelf  and  me,  fmce  fo  valued  a  part  of  us  is 
gone  J  it  is  to  beg  you  to  accept,  as  yours  by  inherit- 
ance, of  the  vacancy  he  has  left  in  a  heart,  which 
(while  he  could  fill  it  with  fuch  hopes,  wiihes,  and 
affeclions  for  him  as  fuited  a  mortal  creature)  was 
truly  and  w'armly  his ;  and  fliall  (I  allure  you  in  the 
finceritv  of  forrow  for  my  own  lofs)  be  faithfully  at 
vour  fervice  while  I  continue  to  love  his  memory, 
that  is,  while  I  continue  to  be  myfelf. 

Mr.  Digby  died  in  the  year  1726,  and  is  buried  in  the  Church 
of  Sherburne  in  Dorfctfhire,  with  nn  Epitaph  written  by  the 
Author.  r. 
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LETTER     I. 

THE  BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER  TO  MR.  POPE. 

December,  17 16. 

J  RETURN  your  ^  Preface,  which  I  have  read  twice 
with  pleafuie.  The  modefty  and  good  fenfe 
there  is  in  it,  mud  pleafe  every  one  that  reads 
it :  And  fince  there  is  nothing  that  can  offend,  I 
fee  not  why  you  fliould  balance  a  moment  about 
printing  it — always  provided,  that  there  is  nothing 
faid  there  which  you  may  have  occafion  to  unfay 
hereafter  ;  of  which  you  yourfelf  are  the  beft  and  the 
only  judge.  This  is  my  fmcere  opinion,  which  I  give, 
becaufe  you  alk  it :  And  which  I  would  not  give, 
though  afked,  but  to  a  man  I  value  as  much  as  I  do 
you  ;  being  fenfible  how  improper  it  is,  on  many  ac- 
counts, for  me  to  interpofe  in  things  of  this  nature ; 
which  I  never  underftood  well,  and  now  underfland 

fome- 

"  The  general  Preface  to  Mr.  Pope's  Poems,  firft  printed  17 17, 
tlie  year  after  the  date  of  this  letter.  P. 
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fomewiKU  Icfs  thiin  ever  I  did.  But  I  can  deny  you  no- 
thing; efpecially  fince  you  have  had  the  goodnefs  often, 
and  patiently,  to  hear  what  I  have  faid  againfl:  rhyme  * , 
and  in  behalf  of  bh\nk  verfe ;  with  little  discretion 
perhaps,  but,  I  am  fure,  without  the  lead  prejudice : 
Being  myfelf  equally  incapable  of  writing  well  in 
either  of  thofe  ways,  and  leaning  therefore  to  neither 
fide  of  the  queftion,  but  as  the  appearance  of  reafon 
Inclines  me.  Forgive  me  this  error,  if  it  be  one  ;  an 
error  of  above  thirty  years  ftanding,  and  which  there- 
fore I  fhall  be  very  loth  to  part  with.  In  other  mat- 
ters which  relate  to  polite  writing,  I  fliall  feldom  dif- 
fer from  you  :  Or,  if  I  do,  fiiall,  I  hope,  have  the 
prudence  to  conceal  my  opinion.  I  am,  as  much  as 
I  ought  to  be,  that  is,  as  much  as  any  man  can  be. 

Your,  etc. 

*  In  the  difpute  about  the  refpeftive  merits  of  rhyme  and  blank 
verfe,  Lord  Kaims  fcems  to  have  obferved  with  acutenefs  and 
judgment,  that  rhyme  is  but  indifferently  fiiited  to  elevated  and 
fubh'me  fubjefts,  as  producing  a  certain  gaiety,  airinefs,  and  chcer- 
fulnefs,  not  according  with  the  gravity  of  the  fentiments.  In  his  1 8th 
chapter  of  Elements  of  Criticifm,  are  many  jull  obfcrvations,  with 
fome  exceptions,  on  the  comparative  merits  of  rhyme  and  blank 
verfe,  worth  a  diligent  perufal. 
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LETTER    II. 
THE  BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER  TO  MR.  POPE. 

Feb.  18,   1717. 

T  HOPED  to  find  you  laft  night  at  Lord  Bathurfl's, 
and  came  but  a  few  minutes  after  you  had  left 
him.  I  brought  Gorboduc  ^  with  me  j  and  Dr.  Ar- 
buthnot  telling  me  he  fhould  fee  you,  I  depofited  the 
book  in  his  hands :  Out  of  which,  I  think,  my  Lord 
Bathurfl  got  it  before  we  parted,  and  from  him  there- 
fore you  are  to  claim  it.  If  Gorboduc  fhould  ftill 
mifs  his  way  to  you,  others  are  to  anfwer  for  it ;  I 
have  delivered  up  my  truft.  I  am  not  forry  your 
Alcander ''  is  burnt ;  had  I  known  your  intentions,  I 
would  have  interceded  for  the  firft  page,  and  put  it, 
with  your  leave,  among  my  curiofities.  In  truth,  it 
is  the  only  inftance  of  that  kind  I  ever  met  with,  from 
a  perfon  good  for  any  thing  elfe,  nay  for  every  thing 
elfe  to  which  he  is  pleafed  to  turn  himfelf. 

Depend  upon  it,  I  fhall  fee  you  with  great  pleafure 
at  Bromley ;  and  there  is  no  requeft  you  can  make 
to  me,  that  I  fhall  not  mofl  readily  comply  with.    I  wifli 

you 

^  A  Tragedy  written  in  the  Reign  of  Edward  the  Sixth  (and 
much  the  bell  performance  of  that  Age)  by  Sackvil,  afterwards 
Earl  of  Dorfet,  and  Lord  Treafurer  to  Queen  Eh'zabeth.  It 
was  then  very  fcarce,  but  lately  reprinted  by  R.  Dodfley  in 
Pall-mall.  P. 

^  An  Heroic  Poem,  writ  at  15  years  old.  P. 
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you  hciilth  and  happlnefs  of  all  forts,  and  would  be 
glad  to  be  iuftruniental  in  any  degree  towards  helping 
you  to  the  lead  fliare  of  either.  I  am  always,  every 
where,  niofl:  afl'edionatcly  and  faithfully 

Your,  etc. 


L  E  T  T  E  R     III. 
THE  BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER  TO  MR.  POPE. 

Bromley,  Nov.  fi,    17  I  7. 

T  HAVE  nothing  to  fay  to  you  on  that  melancholy 
fubjeft,  w'ith  an  account  of  which  the  printed  pa- 
pers have  furniflied  me,  but  what  you  have  already 
faid  to  yourfelf. 

When  you  have  paid  the  debt  of  tendernefs  you 
owe  to  the  memory  of  a  Father,  I  doubt  not  but  you 
w  ill  turn  your  thoughts  towards  improving  that  acci- 
dent to  your  own  cafe  and  happlnefs.  You  have  it 
now  in  your  power,  to  purfue  that  method  of  think- 
ing and  living  which  you  like  beft.  Give  me  leave, 
If  I  am  not  a  little  too  early  in  my  applications  of  this 
kind,  to  congratulate  you  upon  it ;  and  to  alTure  you 
that  there  is  no  man  living  who  wiflics  you  better, 
or  would  be  more  pleafcd  to  contribute  any  w  ays  to 
your  fatisfaiiition  or  fervice. 

I  return  you  your  Milton,  which,  upon  collation,  I 
find  to  be  revifed,  and  augmented,  in  feveral  places, 

as 
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as  the  title  page  of  my  third  edition  pretends  it  to  be. 
When  I  fee  you  next,  I  will  fhew  you  the  feveral 
palfages  ahered,  and  added  by  the  author,  befide 
what  you  have  mentioned  to  me. 

I  prorefl  to  you,  this  laft  perufal  of  him  has  given 
me  fuch  new  degrees,  I  will  not  fay  of  pleafure,  but 
of  admiration  and  aftonifhment,  that  I  look  upon  the 
fublimlty  of  Homer,  and  the  majefly  of  Virgil  with 
fomewhat  lefs  reverence  than  I  ufed  to  do.  I  chal- 
lenge you,  with  all  your  partiality,  to  fhew  me  in  the 
firfl  of  thefe  any  thing  equal  to  the  Allegory  of  Sin* 
and  Death,  either  as  to  the  greatnefs  and  juflnefs  of 
the  invention,  or  the  height  and  beauty  of  the  colour- 
ing. What  I  looked  upon  as  a  rant  of  Barrow^sf,  I 
now  begin  to  think  a  ferious  truth,  and  could  almolt 
venture  to  fet  my  hand  to  it, 

Hacc  quicunque  legit,  tantum  ceclnlfle  putabit 
Maeoniden  Ranas,  Virgilium  Culices. 

But  more  of  this  when  we  meet.     When  I  left  the 

town 

*  Though  Addifon  cenfures  the  introduftion  of  fuch  an  allegory 
in  an  epic  poem,  yet  at  the  fame  time  he  highly  extols  the  bold 
and  fublime  imagery  it  contains.  Lord  Kaimes  joins  with  Vol- 
taire and  the  French  Critics,  as  might  be  expefted,  in  condemn- 
ing it.     They  faftidioufly  call  it  naufeous  and  difgufting. 

f  What  would  Atterbury  have  thought  of  the  grofs  mifrepre- 
fentations  and  taftelefs  cenfures  of  his  acquaintance  Voltaire  on 
Milton,  had  he  lived  to  have  read  the  article,  Epopee,  in  the 
Qiieftions  fur  I'Encyclopedie,  in  which  he  fays,  "  Les  Grecs  re- 
commandaient  aux  poetes  de  facrifier  aux  Graces  ;  Milton  a  facri- 
fie  au  DiabkP"  I-  have  never  met  with  a  French  writer,  or  a  French- 
man, that  had  any  true  tafte  for  Milton. 
VOL,  Vill,  G 
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town  the  D.  of  Buckingham  continued  fo  ill  that  he 
received  no  meflages ;  oblige  me  fo  far  as  to  let  me 
know  how  he  does ;  at  the  fame  time  I  fhall  know 
how  you  do,  and  that  will  be  a  double  fatisfaction  to 

Your,  etc. 


;  LETTER     IV. 

THE     ANSWER. 

MY  LORD,  Nov.  20,  17 17. 

T  AM  truly  obliged  by  your  kind  condolence  on  my 
Father *s  death,  and  the  defire  you  exprefs  that  I 
fhould  improve  this  incident  to  my  advantage.  I  know 
your  Lordfliip's  friendfliip  to  me  is  fo  extenfive,  that 
you  include  in  that  wifli  both  my  fpiritual  and  my 
temporal  advantage  ;  and  it  is  what  I  t)we  to  that 
friendfhip,  to  open  my  mind  unrefervedly  to  you  on 
this  head.  It  is  true,  I  have  loft  a  parent  for  whom 
no  gains  I  could  make  would  be  any  equivalent.  But 
that  was  not  my  only  tie :  I  thank  God  another  ftill 
remains  (and  long  may  it  remain)  of  the  fame  tender 
nature  :  Genitrix  cfi  /fii.bi—Tund  excufe  me  if  I  fay  with 
Euryalus, 

nequeam  lacrymas  perferrc  parentis. 

A  rigid  divine  may  call  it  a  carnal  lie,  but  fure  it  Is 
a  virtuous  one :  At  leaft  I  am  more  certain  that  it  is 
a  duty  of  nature  to  preftrve  a  good  parent's  life  and 

,  happinefs. 
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happinefs,  than  I  am  of  any  fpeculative  point  what- 
ever. 

Ignaram  hujus  quodcunque  pericli 

Hanc  ego,  nunc,  linquam  ? 

For  fhe,  my  Lord,  would  think  this  feparation  more 
grievous  than  any  other,  and  I,  for  my  part,  know  as 
little  as  poor  Euryalus  did,  of  the  fuccefs  of  fuch  an 
adventure  (for  an  adventure  it  is,  and  no  fmall  one, 
in  fpite  of  the  mofl  pofitive  divinity).  Whether  the 
change  would  be  to  my  fpiritual  advantage,  God  only 
knows  :  This  I  know,  that  I  mean  as  well  in  the  re- 
ligion I  now  profefs,  as  I  can  poffibly  ever  do  in  an- 
other. Can  a  man  who  thinks  fo  juflify  a  change, 
even  if  he  thought  both  equally  good  ?  To  fuch  an 
one,  the  part  of  'Joining  with  any  one  body  of  Chrift- 
ians  might  perhaps  be  eafy,  but  I  think  it  would  not 
be  fo,  to  Renounce  the  other. 

Your  Lordfhip  has  formerly  advifed  me  to  read  the 
bed  controverfies  between  the  Churches.  Shall  I  tell 
you  a  fecret  ?  I  did  fo  at  fourteen  years  old  (for  I 
loved  reading,  and  my  father  had  no  other  books)  ; 
there  was  a  colledion  of  all  that  had  been  written  on 
both  fides  in  the  reign  of  King  James  the  Second  :  I 
Warmed  my  head  with  them,  and  the  confequence 
was,  that  I  found  myfelf  a  Papift  and  a  Proteftant  by 
turns,  according  to  the  laft  book  I  read ''.   I  am  afraid 

moft 

''  This  is  an  admirable  pifture  of  evciy  Reader  bufied  in  religious 
controverfy,  without  poffefiing  the  principles  on  which  a  right 
judgment  of  the  points  in  queftion  is  to  be  regulated.  W, 

G  2 


84  LETTERS   TO   AND 

mofl:  feekers  arc  in  the  fame  cafe,  and  when  they  flop, 
they  are  not  fo  properly  converted,  as  outwitted.  You 
fee  how  little  glory  you  would  gain  by  my  converfion. 
And  after  all,  I  verily  believe  your  lordfhip  and  I  are 
both  of  the  fame  religion,  if  we  were  thoroughly  un- 
derflood  by  one  another ;  and  that  all  honed  and 
reafonablc  Chriflians  would  be  fo,  if  they  did  but 
talk  enough  together  every  day  ;  and  had  nothing  to 
do  together,  but  to  ferve  God,  and  live  in  peace 
with  their  neighbour. 

As  to  the  temporal  fide  of  the  queflion,  I  can  have 
no  difpute  with  you ;  it  is  certain,  all  the  beneficial 
circumftances  of  Hfe,  and  all  the  (hining  ones,  lie  on 
the  part  you  would  invite  me  to.     But  if  I  could 
bring  myfelf  to  fancy,  what  I  think  you  do  but  fancy, 
that  I  have  any  talents  for  adive  life,  I  want  health 
for  it ;  and  befides  it  is  a  real  truth,  I  have  lefs  Incli- 
nation (if  poflible)  than  Ability.     Contemplative  life 
is  not  only  my  fcene,  but  it  is  my  habit  too.     I  begun 
my  life  where  mofl  people  end  theirs,  with  a  dif-relifli 
of  all  that  the  world  calls  Ambition :    I  don't  know 
why  *tis  called  fo,  for  to  me  it  always  fcemed  to  be 
rather  Jiooping  than  cli/nbing.     I'll  tell  you  my  politic 
and  religious  fentiments  in  a  few  words.     In  my  poli- 
tics, I  think  no  further  than  how  to  preferve  the  peace 
of  my  life,  in  any  government  under  which  I  live  ; 
nor  in  my  religion,  than  to  preferve  the  peace  of  my 
confcience  in  any  church  with  which  I  communicate. 
I  hope  all  churches  and  all  governments  are  fo  far  of 
I  God, 
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God,  as  they  are  rightly  underftood,  and  rightly  ad- 

minlflered :    And  where  they  are,  or  may  be  wrong, 

I  leave  it  to  God  alone  to  mend  or  reform  them ; 

which  whenever  he  does,  it  mufl  be  by  greater  inflru* 

ments  than  I  am.     I  am  not  a  Papifl,  for  I  renounce 

the  temporal  invafions  of  the  Papal  power,  and  detefl 

their  arrogated  authority  over  Princes  and  States,     I 

am  a  Catholic  in  the  flricleft  fenfe  of  the  word.     If  I 

was  born  under  an  abfolute  Prince,  I  would  be  a  quiet 

fubjeft  ;  but  I  .thank  God  I  was  not.      I  have  a  due 

fenfe  of  the  excellence  of  the  Britifli  conflitution.    In 

a  word,  the  things  I  have  always  wifhed  to  fee,  are  not  a 

Roman  Cathohc,  or  a  French  Catholic,  or  a  Spanijfh 

Catholic,  but  a  True  Catholic :   And  not  a  King  of 

Whigs  *,  or  a  King  of  Tories,  but  a  King  of  England. 

Which  God  of  his  mercy  grant  his  prefent  Majefty 

may  be,  and  all  future  Majefties.     You  fee,  my  Lord, 

I  end  like  a  preacher  :    This  is  Sermo  ad  Clerwn,  not 

ad  Popuhan.     Believe  me,  with  infinite  obligation  and 

fnicere.  thanks,  ever 

Your,  etc. 

*  Happy  If  this  fentiment  was  univerfally  adopted  ! 


^3 
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LETTER     V. 

Sept.  23,  1720. 

T  HOPE  you  have  fomc  time  ago  received  the  Sul- 
phur, and  the  two  volumes  of  Mr.  Gay,  as  in- 
ftances  (how  fmall  ones  foever)  that  I  wifh  you  both 
health  and  diverfion.  "What  I  now  fend  for  your 
pcrufal,  I  fhall  fay  nothmg  of  j  not  to  forellall  by  a 
fingle  word  what  you  promifed  to  fay  upon  that  fub- 
jed.  Your  Lordfhip  may  criticife  from  Virgil  to 
thefe  Tales ;  as  Solomon  wrote  of  every  thing  from 
the  cedar  to  the  hyffop.  I  have  fome  caufe,  fmce  I 
lafl:  waited  on  you  at  Bromley,  to  look  upon  you  as  a 
prophet  in  that  retreat,  from  whom  oracles  are  to  be 
had,  were  mankind  wife  enough  to  go  thither  to  con- 
fult  you :  The  fate  of  the  South-Sea  fcheme  has, 
much  fooner  than  I  expected,  verified  what  you  told 
me.  Moft  people  thought  the  time  would  come,  but 
no  man  prepared  for  it ;  no  man  confidered  it  would 
come  like  a  Thief  in  the  Ni^ht ;  exaftly  as  It  happens 
in  the  cafe  of  our  death.  Methinks  God  has  punifhed 
the  avaritious,  as  he  often  punifhes  fmners,  in  their 
own  way,  in  the  very  fm  itfelf :  The  third  of  gain 
was  their  crime ;  that  third  continued  became  their 
punifhment  and  ruin.  As  for  the  few  who  have  the 
good  fortune  to  remain,  with  half  of  what  they  ima- 
gined they  had,  (among  whom  is  your  humble  fer- 

vant,) 
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vant,)  I  would  have  them  fenfible  of  their  felicity,  and 
convinced  of  the  truth  of  old  Hefiod's  maxim,  who, 
after  half  of  his  eftate  was  fwal  lowed  by  the  Dire6iors 
of  thofe  days,  refolved,  that  half  to  be  more  than  the 
whole. 

Does  not  the  fate  of  thefe  people  put  you  in  mind 
of  two  paflages,  one  in  Job,  the  other  from  the 
Pfalmift  ? 

Men  Jhall  groan  cut  of  the  City,  a7id  hifs  them  out 
of  their  Place. 

They  have  dreamed  out  their  dream,  and  awaki?jg 
have  found  nothing  in  their  hands. 

Indeed  the  univerfal  poverty,  which  is  the  con- 
fequence  of  univerfal  avarice,  and  which  will  fall 
hardeft  upon  the  guiltlefs  and  induflrious  part  of 
mankind,  is  truly  lamentable.  The  univerfal  deluge 
of  the  S.  Sea,  contrary  to  the  old  deluge,  has  drowned 
all  except  a  few  Unrighteous  men  :  But  it  is  fome  com- 
fort to  me  that  I  am  not  one  of  them,  even  though  I 
were  to  furvive  and  rule  the  world  by  it.  I  am  much 
pleafed  with  a  thought  of  Dr.  Arbuthnot's ;  he  fays 
the  government  and  South-Sea  company  have  only 
locked  up  the  money  of  the  people,  upon  conviction 
of  their  Lunacy,  (as  is  ufual  in  the  cafe  of  Lunatics,) 
and  intend  to  refhore  them  as  much  as  may  be  fit  for 
fuch  people,  as  faft  as  they  fhall  fee  them  return  to 
their  fenfes. 

G  4  The 
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The  latter  part  of  your  letter  docs  me  fo  much 
honour,  and  fliews  me  fo  much  kindnefs,  that  I  mufl: 
both  be  proud  and  pleafed,  in  a  great  degree  ;  but  I 
alfure  you,  my  Lord,  much  more  the  lall  than  the 
firfl.  For  I  certainly  know,  and  feel,  from  my  own 
heart,  which  truly  refpeds  you,  that  there  may  be  a 
ground  for  your  partiality,  one  way  ;  but  I  find  not 
the  Icaft  fymptoms  in  my  head,  of  any  foundation 
for  the  other. 

In  a  word,  the  beft  rcafon  I  know  for  my  being 
pleafed  is,  that  you  continue  your  favour  toward 
me  ;  the  beft  I  know  for  being  proud  would  be,  that 
you  might  cure  me  of  it ;  for  I  have  found  you  to  be 
fuch  a  phyfician,  as  does  not  only  repair,  but  improve. 
I  am,  with  the  fmcereft  cfteem,  and  mod  grateful 
acknowledgment, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VL 

FROM  THE  BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER. 

fTTHE  Arabian  Tales,  and  Mr.  Gay's  books,  I  re- 
ceived not  till  Monday  night,  together  with  your 
letter  j  for  which  I  thank  you.  I  have  had  a  fit  of 
the  gout  upon  me  ever  fince  I  returned  hither  from 
Weflminfler  on  Saturday  night  laft :  it  has  found  its 

way 
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way  into  my  hands  as  well  as  legs,  fo  that  I  have 
been  utterly  incapable  of  writing.  This  is  the  firft 
letter  that  I  have  ventured  upon ;  which  will  be  writ- 
ten, I  fear,  'vacillantibus  Uteris,  as,  Tully  fays,  Tyro*s 
letters  were,  after  his  recovery  from  an  illnefs.  What 
I  faid  to  you  in  mine  about  the  Monument,  was  in- 
tended only  to  quicken,  not  to  alarm  you.  It  is  not 
worth  your  while  to  know  what  I  meant  by  it :  but 
when  I  fee  you,  you  fhall.  I  hope  you  may  be  at  the 
Deanery  towards  the  end  of  October,  by  which  time, 
I  think  of  fettling  there  for  the  winter.  What  do 
you  think  of  fome  fuch  fhort  infcription  as  this  in 
Latin,  which  may,  in  a  few  words,  fay  all  that  is  to 
be  faid  of  Dryden,  and  yet  nothing  more  than  he 
deferves  ? 

lOHANNI    DRYDENO, 

CVI    POESIS    ANGLICANA 

VIM    SVAM   AC  VENERES   DEBET; 

ET  SI  QVA  IN  POSTERVM  AVGEBITVR   LAVDE, 

EST    ADHVC    DEBITVRA: 

HONORIS    ERGO    P.  etc. 

To  fhew  you  that  I  am  as  much  in  earneft  in  the  af- 
fair, as  you  yourfelf,  fomething  I  will  fend  you  too  of 
this  kind  in  Englifh.  If  your  defign  holds  of  fixing 
Dryden's  name  only  below,  and  his  bufto  above — 
may  not  lines  like  thefe  be  graved  jufl  under  the 
name? 

This  Sheffield  rals'd,  to  Dryden's  aflies  juft, 
Here  fix'd  his  Name,  and  there  his  laurel'd  Buft. 
What  elfethe  Mufe  in  Marble  might  exprefs. 
Is  known  already ;  Praife  would  make  him  lefs. 

Or 
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Or  thus — 

More  needs  not ;  where  acknowledg'd  Merits  rei'^n, 
Praife  is  impertinent  j  and  Cenfure  vain. 

This  you'll  take  as  a  proof  of  my  zeal  at  leaft,  though 
it  be  none  of  my  talent  in  Poetry.  When  you  have 
read  it  over,  Til  forgive  you,  if  you  fliould  not  once 
in  your  lifetime  again  think  of  it. 

And  now,  Sir,  for  your  Arabiati  Talcs.  Ill  as  I 
have  been,  almofl  ever  fince  they  came  to  hand,  1 
have  read  as  much  of  them,  as  ever  I  fhall  read  while 
I  live  *.  Indeed  they  do  not  pleafe  my  tafte  ;  they 
are  writ  with  fo  romantic  an  air,  and,  allowing  for  the 
difference  of  eaftcrn  manners,  are  yet,  upon  any  fup- 
pofition  that  can  be  made,  of  fo  wild  and  abfurd  a 
contrivance,  (at  leaft  to  my  northern  underftanding,) 
that  I  have  not  only  no  pleafure,  but  no  patience,  in 
perufmg  them.  They  are  to  me  like  the  odd  paint- 
ings on  Indian  fcreens,  which  at  firft  glance  may  fur- 
prize  and  pleafe  a  little :  but,  when  you  fix  your  eye 
intently  upon  them,  they  appear  fo  extravagant,  dif- 
proportioned,  and  monilrous,  that  they  give  a  judi- 
cious eye  pain,  and  make  him  feek  for  rehef  from 
fome  other  objed. 

They  may  furnifh  the  mind  with  fome  new  images : 
but  I  think  the  purchafe  is  made  at  too  great  an  ex- 
pence  :  for  to  read  thofc  two  volumes  through,  lik- 
ing them  as  little  as  I  do,  would  be  a  terrible  penance, 

and 

*  How  iu;,Un4;i.uu:,;  ;.....>  ...V  Fiifhop  thouglu  of  tliofc 
Tales,  yet  was  Adilifon  very  fond  of  them,  and  \vc  know  how 
beautifully  he  imitated  them. 
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and  to  read  them  with  pleafure  would  be  dangerous 
on  the  other  fide,  becaufe  of  the  infection.  I  will 
never  believe,  that  you  have  any  keen  relifh  of  them, 
till  I  find  you  write  worfe  than  you  do,  which  I  dare 
fay,  I  never  fhall.  Who  that  Petit  de  la  Croix  is,  the 
pretended  author  of  them  %  I  cannot  tell :  but  ob- 

ferving 

^  Not  the  pretended  Author,  but  the  real  Tranflator,  of  an  Ara- 
bic MS.  in  the  French  King's  library.     What  he  has  given  in  ten 
fmall  Volumes,  is  not  more  than  the  tenth  part  of  the  Original. 
The  Eaftern  people   have  been   always    famous    for  this   fort   of 
Tales  ;   in  which  much  fine  morahty  is  often  conveyed  ;  not  in- 
deed in  a  ftory  always  reprefenting  real  life  and  manners,  but  what 
the  eaftern  fuperftitions  have  made  pafs  for  fuch  amongft  the  peo- 
ple.    Their  great  genius  for  this  kind  of  writing  appears  from 
what  the  TranHator  has  here  given  us — But  the  policy  of  fome  of 
the  latter  princes  of  the  Eaft  greatly  hurt  the  elegance  and  ufe  of 
the  compofition,  by  fetting  all  men  upon  compofing  in  this  way, 
to  furnifh  matter  for  their  coffee-houfes  and  public  places  of  re- 
fort  ;  which  were  enjoined  to  entertain  their  cuftomers  with  a  re- 
hearfal  of  thefe  works,  in  order  to  divert  them  from  politics,  and 
matters  of  ftate.     The  coUedlion  in  cjueftion  is  fo  ftrange  a  med- 
ley of  fenfe  and  nonfenfe,  that  one  would  be  tempted  to  think  it 
the  compilation  of  fome    coffee-man,  who  gathered  indifferently 
from  good  and  bad.     The  contrivance  he  has  invented  of  tying 
them  together  is  fo  blunderingly  conduced,  that  after  fuch  an  in- 
ftance  of  the  want  of  common  fenfe  one  can  wonder  at  no  ab- 
furdity  we  find  in  them.     The  tales  are  fuppofed  to  be  told  to 
one  of  the  Kings  of  Perfia  of  the  Dynafty  of  the  Saflanides,  an 
ancient  race  before  Mahomet,  and  yet  the  fcene  of  fome  of  them 
is  laid  in  the  Court  of  Haroivn  Alrafc'ul  the  26th  Chalif,  and  the 
5th  of  the  Race  of  the  Abafides.     Thefe,  where  the  fcene  is  fo 
laid,  are  amongft  the  beft ;  and  it  may  be  eafily  accounted  for. 
Alrafcid  was  one  of  the  moft  magnificent  of  the  Chalifs,  and  the 
greateft  encourager  of  Letters  ;  fo  that  it  was  natural  for  men  of 
Genius  in  after-times,  to  do  this  honour  to  his  memory'. — But  the 
Bifliop  talks  of  Petit  de  la  Croix.     M.  Galland  was  the  tranf- 
lator of  the  Arabian  Tales.   The  name  of  the  other  is  to  the  collec- 
tion called  the  Perjian  Tales,  of  which  I  have  nothing  to  fay,  W. 
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ferving  how  full  they  are  in  the  defcriptions  of  drefs, 
furniture,  etc.  I  cannot  help  thinking  them  the  pro- 
dud  of  fome  Woman's  imagination  :  and,  believe  me, 
I  would  do  any  thing  but  break  with  you,  rather  than 
be  bound  to  read  them  over  with  attention. 

I  am  forry  that  I  was  fo  true  a  prophet  in  refpect  of 
the  S.  Sea ;  forry,  I  mean,  as  far  as  your  lofs  is  con- 
cerned :  for  in  the  general  1  ever  was  and  ftill  am  of 
opinion,  that  had  that  projed  taken  root  and  flou- 
rifhed,  it  would  by  degrees  have  overturned  our  con- 
flitution.  Three  or  four  hundred  millions  was  fuch  a 
weight,  that  which  foever  way  it  had  leaned,  mud 
have  borne  down  all  before  it — But  of  the  dead  we 
mud  fpeak  gently  ;  and  therefore,  as  Mr.  Dryden 
fays  fomewhere,  Peace  be  1o  its  Manes  ! 

Let  me  add  one  refleclion,  to  make  you  eafy  in  your 
ill  luck.  Had  you  got  all  that  you  have  loft  beyond 
what  you  ventured,  confider  that  your  fuperfluous 
gains  would  have  fprung  from  the  ruin  of  feveral  fa- 
milies that  now  want  neceffaries !  A  thought,  under 
which  a  good  and  good-natured  man  that  grew  rich 
by  fuch  means,  could  not,  I  perfuade  myfelf,  be  per- 
fectly eafy.     Adieu,  and  believe  me,  ever 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    VII. 
FROM  THE   BISHOP    OF    ROCHESTER. 

March  26,  172 1. 

\/^oii  are  not  yourfelf  gladder  you  are  well  than  I 
am ;  efpecially  fince  I  can  pleafe  myfelf  with  the 
thought  that  when  you  had  loft  your  health  elfe- 
where,  you  recovered  it  here.  May  thefe  lodgings 
never  treat  you  worfe,  nor  you  at  any  time  have  lefs 
reafon  to  be  fond  of  them  ! 

I  thank  you  for  the  fight  of  your  ^  Verfes,  and 
with  the  freedom  of  an  honeft,  though  perhaps  inju- 
dicious friend,  muft  tell  you,  that  though  I  could  like 
fome  of  them,  if  they  were  any  body's  elfe  but  yours, 
yet  as  they  are  yours  and  to  be  owned  as  fuch,  I  can 
fcarce  like  any  of  them.  Not  but  that  the  four  firft 
lines  are  good,  efpecially  the  fecond  couplet ;  and 
might,  if  followed  by  four  others  as  good,  give  repu- 
tation to  a  writer  of  a  lefs  eftabliflied  fame :  but  from 
you  I  expedl  fomething  of  a  more  perfed  kind,  and 
which  the  oftener  it  is  read,  the  more  it  will  be  ad- 
mired. When  you  barely  exceed  other  writers,  you 
fall  much  beneath  yourfelf :  'tis  your  misfortune  now 
to  write  without  a  rival,  and  to  be  tempted  by  that 
means  to  be  more  carelefs,  than  you  would  otherwife 
be  in  your  compofures. 

Thus 

'  Epitaph  on  Mr.  Harcourt.  P. 
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Thus  much  I  could  not  forbear  faying,  though  I 
have  a  motion  of  confequence  in  tiie  Houfe  of  Lords 
to-day,  and  mufl  prepare  for  it.  I  am  even  with  you 
for  your  ill  paper  ;  for  I  write  upon  worfe,  having  no 
other  at  hand.  I  wifli  you  the  continuance  of  your 
health  mod  heartily  :  and  am  ever 

Your,  etc. 

I  have  fent  Dr.  Arbuthnot  the  Latin  ^  MS.  which 
I  could  not  find  when  you  left  me  ;  and  I  am  fo  an- 
gry at  the  writer  for  his  defign,  and  his  manner  of 
executing  it,  that  I  could  hardly  forbear  fending  him 
a  line  of  Virgil  along  with  it.  The  chief  Reafoner 
of  that  philofophic  farce  is  a  Gallo-Ligur,  as  he  is 
called — what  that  means  in  Englifli  or  French,  I  can't 
fay — but  all  he  fays,  is  in  fo  loofe  and  flippery  and 
trickifli  a  way  of  reafoning,  that  I  could  not  forbear 
applying  the  paffage  of  Virgil  to  him. 

Vane  Ligur,  fruftaque  animis  elate  fuperbis ! 
Nequicquam  patriaij  tentafli  lubricus  artcs 

To 

K  Written  by  Huetius,  Bifhop  of  Avranclics.  He  w'as  a  mean 
reafoner ;  as  may  be  feen  by  a  vafl  collcclion  of  fanciful  and  ex- 
travagant conjcclures,  v.hich  he  called  a  DemnnJ} ration  ;  mixed  up 
with  much  reading,  which  his  friend;  called  Learning  ;  and  deli- 
vered (by  the  allowance  of  all)  in  good  Latin.  This  not  being 
received  for  what  he  would  give  it,  he  compofed  a  treatife  Of  the 
Wcahnefs  of  the  Human  UnJerfland'mg :  a  poor  fyftcm  of  fcepti- 
cil'm  ;  indeed  little  other  than  an  ablhadt  of  Scxtus  Empiricus.  W. 

A  much  more  ufeful  undertaking  was  his  diret\ing  and  fuperin- 
tcnding  the  Dauphin  edition  of  the  Claflics.  The  commentary 
on  his  own  life  is  entertaining. 
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To  be  ferious,  I  hate  to  fee  a  book  gravely  written, 
and  in  all  the  forms  of  argumentation,  which  proves 
nothing,  and  which  fays  nothing ;  and  endeavours 
only  to  put  us  into  a  way  of  diflrufting  our  own  fa- 
culties, and  doubting  whether  the  marks  of  truth  and 
falfhood  can  in  any  cafe  be  diftinguifhed  from  each 
other.  Could  that  bleffed  point  be  made  out,  (as  it  is 
a  contradlftion  in  terms  to  fay  it  can,)  we  fhould  then 
be  in  the  mofl  uncomfortable  and  wretched  flate  in 
the  world  ;  and  I  would  in  that  cafe  be  glad  to  ex- 
change my  Reafon,  with  a  dog  for  his  Inflinft,  to- 
morrow. 


LETTER    VIII. 
L.  CHANCELLOR  HARCOURT  TO  MR.  POPE. 

December  6,  1722. 

J  CANNOT  but  fufpect  myfelf  of  being  very  unrea- 
fonable  in  begging  you  once  more  to  review  the 
inclofed.  Your  friendfhip  draws  this  trouble  on  you. 
I  may  freely  own  to  you,  that  my  tendernefs  makes 
me  exceeding  hard  to  be  fatisfied  with  any  thing 
which  can  be  faid  on  fucli  an  unhappy  fubjecl.  I 
caufed  the  Latin  Epitaph  to  be  as  often  altered  before 
I  could  approve  it. 

When  once  your  Epitaph  Is  fet  up,  there  can  be  no 
alteration  of  it  j  it  will  remain  a  perpetual  monument 

of 
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of  your  friendfhlp,  and,  I  affurc  myfelf,  you  will  fo 
fettle  it,  that  it  fhall  be  worthy  of  you.  I  doubt  whe- 
ther the  word,  dcnyd^  in  the  third  line,  will  juflly  ad- 
mit of  that  conftruclion  which  it  ought  to  bear,  (viz.) 
renounced,  deferted,  etc.  dcrffd  is  capable,  in  my 
opinion,  of  having  an  ill  fenfe  put  upon  it,  as  too 
great  uneafmefs,  or  more  good-nature,  than  a  wife 
man  ought  to  have.  I  very  well  remember  you  told 
me,  you  could  fcarce  mend  thofe  two  lines,  and 
therefore  I  can  fcarce  expe6l  your  forgivenefs  for  my 
defiring  you  to  reconfider  them. 

Harcourt  ftands  dumb,  and  Pope  Is  forc'd  to  fpeak. 

T  can't  perfeftly,  at  leafl  without  farther  difcourfing 
you,  reconcile  myfelf  to  the  firfl  part  of  that  line ; 
and,  the  viordi  forced  (which  was  my  own,  and,  I  per- 
fuade  myfelf,  for  that  reafon  only  fubmitted  to  by 
you)  feems  to  carry  too  doubtful  a  conftrudion  for 
an  Epitaph,  which,  as  I  apprehend,  ought  as  eafily  to 
be  underftood  as  read.  I  fliali  acknowledge  it  as  a 
very  particular  favour,  if  at  your  befl  leifure  you  will 
perufe  the  inclofed  and  vary  it,  if  you  think  it  capa- 
ble of  being  amended,  and  let  me  fee  you  any  morn- 
ing next  week. 

I  am,  etc. 
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LETTER    IX. 
THE  BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER  TO  MR.  POPE. 

September  21,  1721. 

y  AM  now  confined  to  my  bed-chamber,  and  to  the 
matted  room  wherein  I  am  writing,  feldom  ventur- 
ing to  be  carried  down  even  into  the  parlour  to  din- 
ner, unlefs  when  company  to  whom  I  cannot  excufe 
myfelf,  comes,  which  I  am  not  ill  pleafed  to  find  is 
now  very  feldom.  This  is  my  cafe  in  the  funny  part 
of  the  year :  what  mull  I  expect,  when 

inverfum  contriftat  Aquarius  annum? 
*'  if  thefe  things  be  done  in  the  green  tree,  what  fhall 
"  be  done  in  the  dry  ?'*  Excufe  me  for  employing  a 
fentence  of  Scripture  on  this  occafion ;  I  apply  it  very 
ferioufly.  One  thing  relieves  me  a  little  under  the  ill 
profpeft  I  have  of  fpending  my  time  at  the  Deanery 
this  winter ;  that  I  fhall  have  the  opportunity  of  fee- 
ing you  oftener ;  though,  I  am  afraid,  you  will  have 
little  pleafure  in  feeing  me  there.  So  much  for  my 
ill  ftate  of  health,  which  I  had  not  touched  on,  had 
not  your  friendly  Letter  been  fo  full  of  it.  One  civil 
thing,  which  you  fay  in  it,  made  me  think  you  had 
been  reading  Mr.  Waller*;  and  pofTelfed  of  that 
image  at  the  end  of  his  copy,  a  la  malade,  had  you 

not 

*  Whom  the  Bifhop  fo  happily  imitated  in  his  Lines  on  Fla- 
vians Fan, 

VOL.  VIH.  H 
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not  beflowed  it  on  one  who  has  no  right  to  the  lead 
part  of  the  charader.  If  you  have  not  read  the 
verfes  lately,  I  am  fure  you  remember  them  bccaufc 
you  forget  nothing. 

With  fuch  a  grace  you  entertain, 

And  look  with  fuch  contempt  on  pain,  etc. 

I  mention  them  not  upon  account  of  that  couplet, 
but  one  that  follows  ;  which  ends  with  the  very  fame 
rhymes  and  words  (appear  and  clear  J  that  the  cou- 
plet but  one  after  that  does — and  therefore  in  my 
Waller  there  is  a  various  reading  of  the  firft  of  thefc 
couplets ;  for  there  it  runs  thus. 

So  lightnings  in  a  ftormy  air, 

Scorch  more  than  when  the  fky  is  fair. 

You  will  fay  that  I  am  not  very  much  in  pain,  nor 
very  bufy,  when  I  can  relifh  thefe  amufements,  and 
you  will  fay  true ;  for  at  prefent  I  am  in  both  thefe 
refpefts  very  eafy. 

I  had  not  flrength  enough  to  attend  Mr.  Prior  to 
his  grave  *,  elfe  I  would  have  done  it,  to  have  fhewn 

his 

*  There  are  four  or  five  Lettei-s  of  the  Bilhop  to  Prior,  in  Ni- 
cols's  CoUcdioii,  full  of  affeftion  and  regard.  One,  in  a  vein  of 
irony,  containing  a  pleafing  compliment  on  his  Solomon  and  /lima. 
Another  (vol.  ii.  p.  58.)  abounding  in  hacknicd  quotations  from 
Virgil :  which  I  mention  on  account  of  a  wonderful,  unfcholar- 
like  coniparifon  of  a  line  oi  Virgil  and  Homer  ;  the  former  of 
which  he  prefers, — dum  fpiritus  hos  regit  artus, — to  the  (p»Xa  ywara 
of  Homer  ',  friendly  knees,  he  fays,  whereas  fiXa.  fignifies  no  more 
thanyj/ij  genua,  or  than  hos  joined  to  artus.  Two  fevere  Epi- 
grams againll  Attcrbury  have  been  afcribcd  to  Prior,  and  are  both 
inftrted  in  ihe  late  colledion  of  hi*  works. 

«'  Meek 
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his  friends  that  I  had  forgot  and  forgiven  what  he 
wrote  on  me.  He  is  buried,  as  he  defired,  at  the  feet 
of  Spencer,  and  I  will  take  care  to  make  good  in 
every  refpedt  what  I  faid  to  him  when  living  ;  parti- 
cularly as  to  the  Triplet  he  wrote  for  his  own  Epi- 
taph ;  which  while  we  were  in  good  terms,  I  pro- 
mifed  him  Ihould  never  appear  on  his  tomb  while  I 

was  Dean  of  Weftminfter. 

1  am 

"  Meek  Francis  lies  here,  Friend.     Without  flop  or  ftay. 

As  you  value  your  peace,  make  the  beft  of  your  way. 

Though  at  prefent  arrefted  by  Death's  caitiff  paw. 

If  he  ftirs,  he  may  Hill  have  recourfe  to  the  law : 

And  in  the  King's  Bench  fhould  a  verdift  be  found 

That  by  livery  and  feifm  his  grave  is  his  ground. 

He  will  claim  to  himfelf  what  is  ftriftly  his  due. 

And  an  aftion  of  trefpafs  will  ftraightway  enfue. 

That  you,  without  right,  on  his  premifes  tread. 

On  a  fimple  furmife  that  the  owner  is  dead. 

The  other  was  occafioned  by  the  funeral  of  the  Duke  of  Blacking- 

ham,  whom  Prior  furvived  but  a  few  months. 

"  I  have  no  hopes,"  the  Duke  he  fays,  and  dies ; 
"  In  fure  and  certain  hopes,"  the  Prelate  cries : 
Of  thefe  two  learned  Peers,  I  pr'ythee,  fay,  man. 
Who  is  the  lying  Knave,  the  Prieft  or  Layman  i 
The  Duke  he  ftands  an  Infidel  confeft, 
**  He's  our  dear  Brother,"  quoth  the  lordly  Prieft. 
The  Duke,  though  Knave,  ftill  "  Brother  dear,"  he  Cries, 
And  who  can  fay,  the  Reverend  Prelate  lies? 
There  cannot  be  a  ftronger  proof  of  Atterbury's  reftlefs  and 

ambitious  temper,    than   is  exhibited   in   the  Letter   written  to 

him  by  his  father,  1690,  in  vol.  i.  of  Nicols's  Colleftion,  p.  1 1. 

In  the  Britifh  Mufeum,  there  is  one  Letter  of  Pope  to  Prior,  in 

commendation  of  his  Poem,  entitled  Damon,  a  little  piece  of  true 

humour. 

H  2 
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I  am  pleafed  to  find  you  have  fo  much  pleafure, 

and  (which  is  the  foundation  of  it)  fo  much  health  at 

Lord  Bathurft's :  May  both  continue  till  I  fee  you ! 

May  my  Lord  have  as  much  fatisfaftion  in  building  the 

houfe  in  the  wood,  and  ufmg  it  when  built,  as  you 

have  in  defigning  it !  I  cannot  fend  a  wfli  after  him 

that  means  him  more  happinefs,  and  yet,  I  am  fure, 

I  wifii  him  as  much  as  he  wiflies  himfelf. 

I  am,  etc. 


N 


LETTER    X. 
FROM  THE   SAME. 

Bromley,  Oftober  15,  1721. 

oTwiTHSTANDiNG  I  Write  this  on  Sunday  even, 
to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  yours  this  morn- 
ing :  yet,  I  forefee,  it  will  not  reach  you  till  Wednef- 
day  morning.  And  before  fet  of  fun  that  day  I  hope 
to  reach  my  winter-quarters  at  the  Deanery.  I  hope, 
did  I  fay  ?  I  recall  that  word,  for  it  implies  defire  j 
and,  God  knows,  that  is  far  from  being  the  cafe.  For 
I  never  part  with  this  place  but  with  regret,  though  I 
generally  keep  here  what  Mr.  Cowley  calls  the  worfl 
of  company  in  the  world,  my  own ;  and  fee  either 
none  befide,  or  what  is  worfe  tiian  none,  fome  of  the 
Arr'O,  or  Sebofi  of  my  neighbourhood  :  Charaders, 
which  Tully  paints  fo  well  in  one  of  his  Epiftles,  and 
complains  of  ihc  too  civil,  but  impertinent  interrup- 
tion 
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tion  they  gave  him  in  his  retirement.  Since  I  have 
named  thofe  gentlemen,  and  the  book  is  not  far  from 
me,  I  will  turn  to  the  place,  and  by  pointing  it  out  to 
you,  give  you  the  pleafure  of  perufmg  the  epifllCj 
which  is  a  very  agreeable  one,  if  my  memory  does 
not  fail  me. 

I  am  furprized  to  find  that  my  Lord  Bathurfl  and 
you  are  parted  fo  foon  ;  he  has  been  fick,  I  know,  of 
fome  late  tranfadlions ;  but  fhould  that  ficknefs  con- 
tinue flill  in  fome  meafure,  I  prophefy,  it  will  be  quite 
off  by  the  beginning  of  November  :  A  letter  or  twQ 
from  his  London-friends,  and  a  furfeit  of  folitude  will 
foon  make  him  change  his  refolution  and  his  quar- 
ters. I  vow  to  you,  I  could  live  here  with  pleafure 
all  the  winter,  and  be  contented  with  hearing  no  more 
news  than  the  London  Journal,  or  fome  fuch  trifling 
paper,  affords  me,  did  not  the  duty  of  my  place  re- 
quire, abfolutely  require  my  attendance  at  Weftmin- 
fter ;  where,  I  hope,  the  Prophet  will  now  and  then 
remember  he  has  a  bed  and  a  candleftick.  In  ffiort, 
I  long  to  fee  you,  and  hope  you  will  come,  if  not  a 
day,  at  leafl  an  hour  fooner  to  town  than  you  in- 
tended, in  order  to  afford  me  that  fatisfadion,  I  am 
now,  I  thank  God !  as  well  as  ever  I  was  in  my  life, 
except  that  I  can  walk  fcarce  at  all  without  crutches : 
And  would  wilHngly  compound  the  matter  with  the 
gout,  to  be  no  better,  could  I  hope  to  be  no  worfe, 
but  that  is  a  vain  thought,  I  expeft  a  new  attack  long 
before  Chriflmas.     Let  me  fee  you  therefore  while  I 

H  3  am 
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am  in  a  condition  to  relifh  you,  before  the  days  (and 
the  nights)  come,  when  I  fhall  (and  mufl)  fay,  I  have 
no  pleafure  in  them. 

I  will  bring  your  fmall  volume  of  Paftorals  along 
with  me,  that  you  may  not  be  difcouraged  from  lend- 
ing me  books,  when  you  find  me  fo  punclual  in  re- 
turning them.  Shakefpear  fhall  bear  it  company,  and 
be  put  into  your  hands  as  clear  and  as  fair  as  it  came 
out  of  them,  though  you,  I  think,  have  been  dabbling 
here  and  there  with  the  text :  I  have  had  more  reve- 
rence for  the  writer  and  the  printer,  and  left  every  thing 
{landing  jufl  as  I  found  it.  However,  I  thank  you  for 
the  pleafure  you  have  given  me  in  putting  me  upon 
reading  him  once  more  before  I  die. 

I  believe  I  fhall  fcarce  repeat  that  pleafure  any  more, 
having  other  work  to  do,  and  other  things  to  think 
of,  but  none  that  will  interfere  with  the  offices  of 
friendfhip,  in  the  exchange  of  which  with  you.  Sir, 
I  hope  to  live  and  die 

Your,  etc. 

P.  S.  Addifon's  works  came  to  my  hands  yeflerday, 
I  cannot  but  think  it  a  very  odd  fet  of  incidents,  that 
the  book  fhould  be  dedicated  by  ^  a  dead  man  to  ''  a 
dead  man ;  and  even  that  the  new  '  patron  to  whom 
Tickell  chofe  to  infcribe  his  verfes,  fliould  be  dead 
alfo  before  they  were  publiflied.  Had  I  been  in  the 
Editor's  place  I  fhould  have  been  a  little  apprehenfive 

for 

«  Mr.  Addifon.  •"  Mr.  Craggs.  '  Lord  Warwick. 
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for  myfelf,  under  a  thought  that  every  one  who  had 
any  hand  in  that  work  was  to  die  before  the  pub- 
lication of  it.  You  fee,  when  I  am  converfing  with 
you,  I  know  not  how  to  give  over,  till  the  very 
bottom  of  the  paper  admonifhes  me  once  more  to 
bid  you  adieu ! 


LETTER    XL 

MY  LORD,  Feb.  8,  1721-2. 

T  T  is  fo  long  fmce  I  had  the  pleafure  of  an  hour 
with  your  Lordfhip,  that  I  fhould  begin  to  think 
myfelf  no  longer  Ajnicus  07nniu?n  horarum^  but  for 
finding  myfelf  fo  in  my  conflant  thoughts  of  you. 
In  thofe  I  was  with  you  many  hours  this  very  day, 
and  had  you  (where  I  wifh  and  hope  one  day  to  fee 
you  really)  in  my  garden  at  Twitnam.  When  I  went 
lafl  to  town,  and  was  on  wing  for  the  Deanery,  I 
heard  your  Lordfhip  was  gone  the  day  before  to 
Bromley,  and  there  you  continued  till  after  my  re- 
turn hither.  I  fmcerely  wifh  you  whatever  you  wifh 
yourfelf,  and  all  you  wifh  your  friends  or  family.  All 
I  mean  by  this  word  or  two,  is  jufl  to  tell  you  fo,  till 
in  perfon  I  find  you  as  I  defire,  that  is,  find  you  well : 
Eafy,  refigned,  and  happy  you  will  make  yourfelf, 
and  (I  believe)  every  body  that  converfes  with  you  ;. 

H  4  if 
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if  I  may  judge  of  your  power  over  other  men's  minds 

and  aflcclions,  by  that  which  you  will  ever  have  over 

thofc  of 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XU. 
FROM  THE   BISHOP   OF   ROCHESTER. 

Feb.  26,  1721-2. 

T)ERMiT  me,  dear  Sir,  to  break  into  your  retire- 
ment,  and  to  defire  of  you  a  complete  copy  of 
thefe  Verfes  on  Mr.  Addifon  ^ ;  fend  me  alfo  your  lafl 
refolution,  which  Ihall  punctually  be  obferved  in  re- 
lation to  my  giving  out  any  copy  of  it ;  for  I  am  again 
folicited  by  another  Lord,  to  whom  I  have  given  the 
fame  anfwer  as  formerly.  No  fmall  piece  of  your 
writing  has  been  ever  fought  after  fo  much  :  It  has 
pleafed  every  man  without  exception,  to  whom  it  has 
been  read.  Since  you  now  therefore  know  where 
your  real  ftrength  lies,  I  hope  you  will  not  fuffer  that 
talent  to  lie  unemployed.  For  my  part  I  fhould  be 
fo  glad  to  fee  you  finiih  fomething  of  that  kind,  that 
T  could  be  content  to  be  a  little  Iheered  at  in  a  line  or 

fo, 

^  An  jmpcrfc(fl  copy  was  got  out,  very  much  to  the  Author's 
furprize,  who  never  would  give  any.  P. 

This  Mr.  Sj^erue  doubted. 
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fo,  for  the  fake  of  the  pleafure  I  fhould  have  In  read- 
ing the  reft.  I  have  talked  my  fenfe  of  this  matter  to 
you  once  or  twice,  and  now  I  put  it  under  my  hand, 
that  you  may  fee  it  is  my  deliberate  opinion.  What 
weight  that  may  have  with  you  I  cannot  fay  :  But  it 
pleafes  me  to  have  an  opportunity  of  Ihewing  you 
how  well  I  wilh  you,  and  how  true  a  friend  I  am  to 
your  fame,  which  I  defire  may  grow  every  day,  and 
in  every  kind  of  writing,  to  which  you  will  pleafe  to 
turn  your  pen.  Not  but  that  I  have  fome  little  in- 
tereft  in  the  propofal,  as  I  fhall  be  known  to  have 
been  acquainted  with  a  man  that  was  capable  of  ex- 
celling in  fuch  different  manners,  and  did  fuch 
honour  to  his  country  and  language  ;  and  yet  was 
not  difpleafed  fometimes  to  read  what  was  written 
by  his  humble  fervant. 


LETTER    XIII. 

March  14,  1721-2. 

J  WAS  difappointed  (much  more  than  thofe  who 
commonly  ufe  that  phrafe  on  fuch  occafions)  in 
miffing  you  at  the  Deanery,  where  I  lay  folitary  two 
nights.  Indeed  I  truly  partake  in  any  degree  of  con- 
cern that  afie(Els  you,  and  I  wifh  every  thing  may  fuc- 
ceed  as  you  defire  in  your  own  family,  and  in  that  which, 

I  think. 
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I  think,  you  no  lefs  account  your  own,  and  is  no  lefs 
your  family,  the  whole  world :  For  I  take  you  to  be 
one  of  the  true  friends  of  it,  and  to  your  power  its 
prote(;:l:or.  Though  the  noife  and  dally  budle  for  the 
public  be  now  over,  I  dare  fay,  a  good  man  is  (liil 
tendering  its  welfare  ;  as  the  fun  in  the  winter  when 
feeming  to  retire  from  the  world,  is  preparing  bene- 
dictions and  warmth  for  a  better  feafon.  No  man 
wifhes  your  Lordfhip  more  quiet,  more  tranquillity, 
than  I,  who  know  you  fliould  underfland  the  value 
of  it :  But  I  don*t  wifh  you  a  jot  lefs  concerned  or 
lefs  adive  than  you  are,  in  all  fmcere,  and  therefore 
warm,  defires  of  public  good. 

I  beg  the  kindnefs  (and  'tis  for  that  chiefly  I  trouble 
you  with  this  letter)  to  favour  me  with  notice  as  foon 
as  you  return  to  London,  that  I  may  come  and  make 
vou  a  proper  vifit  of  a  day  or  two  :  For  hitherto  I 
have  not  been  your  Vifitor,  but  your  Lodger,  and  I 
accufe  myfelf  of  it.  I  have  now  no  earthly  thing  to 
oblige  my  being  in  town  (a  point  of  no  fmall  fatisfac- 
tlon  to  me)  but  the  beft  reafon,  the  feeing  a  friend. 
As  long,  my  Lord,  as  you  will  let  me  call  you  Co, 
(and  I  dare  fay  you  will,  till  I  forfeit  what,  I  think, 
I  never  fhall,  my  veracity  and  integrity,)  I  fhall  efteem 
myfelf  fortunate,  in  fpite  of  the  South-Sea,  Poetry, 
Popery,  and  Poverty. 

I  can't  tell  you  how  forry  I  am,  you  fhould  be 
troubled  a-new  by  any  fort  of  people.      I  heartily 

wifli, 
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wifli,  ^odfuperejl^  ut  tibi  f/Wj— that  you  may  teach 
me  how  to  do  the  fame  :  Who,  without  any  real  im- 
pediment to  ading  and  living  rightly,  do  ad  and  live 
as  foolifhly  as  if  I  were  a  Great  man, 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XIV. 
FROM   THE  BISHOP   OF   ROCHESTER. 

March  16,  172 1-2. 

Asa  vifitant,  a  lodger,  a  friend  (or  under  what 
other  denomination  foever)  you  are  always  wel- 
come to  me ;  and  will  be  more  fo,  I  hope,  every  day 
that  we  live :  For,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  like  you 
as  I  like  myfelf,  befl  when  we  have  both  of  us  leafl 
bufinefs.  It  has  been  my  fate  to  be  engaged  in  it 
much  and  often,  by  the  ftations  in  which  I  was  placed: 
But  God,  that  knows  my  heart,  knows  I  never  loved 
it ;  and  am  flill  lefs  in  love  with  it  than  ever,  as  I  find 
lefs  temptation  to  aft  with  any  hope  of  fuccefs.  If  I 
am  good  for  any  thing,  'tis  in  angulo  cum  lihello  ;  and 
yet  a  good  part  of  my  time  has  been  fpent,  and  per- 
haps mull  be  fpent  far  otherwife.  For  I  will  never, 
while  I  have  health,  be  wanting  to  my  duty  in  my 
poll:,  or  in  any  refpeft,  how  little  foever  I  may  like 
my  employment,  and  how  hopelefs  foever  I  may  be 
in  the  difcharge  of  it. 

I  In 
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In  the  mean  time  the  judicious  world  is  pleafcd  to 
think  that  1  delight  in  work  which  I  am  obliged  to 
undergo,  and  aim  at  things  which  1  from  my  heart 
dcfpifc  ;  let  them  think  as  they  will,  fo  I  might  be  at 
liberty  to  a£l  as  I  will,  and  fpend  my  time  in  fuch  a 
manner  as  is  mofl:  agreeable  to  me.  I  cannot  fay  I 
do  fo  now,  for  I  am  here  without  any  books,  and  if  I 
had  them  could  not  ufe  them  to  my  fatisfaclion,  while 
my  mind  is  taken  up  in  a  more  melancholy  '  manner; 
and  how  long,  or  how  little  a  while  it  may  be  fo  taken 
up  God  only  knows,  and  to  his  will  I  implicitly  rcfign 

myfelf  in  every  thing. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XV. 

MY  LORD,  March  19,  172 1-2. 

T  AM  extremely  fenfible  of  the  repeated  favour  of 

your  kind  letters,  and  your  thoughts  of  me  in  ab- 
fence,  even  among  thoughts  of  much  nearer  concern 
to  yourfelf  on  the  one  hand,  and  of  much  more  im- 
portance to  the  world  on  the  other,  which  cannot  but 
engage  you  at  this  junfture.  I  am  very  certain  of 
your  good  will,  and  of  the  warmth  which  is  in  you 
infeparable  from  it. 

Your  remembrance  of  Twltcnham  is  a  frefli  in- 
flance  of  that  partiality.     I  hope  the  advance  of  the 

fine 

>  In  his  Lady's  laR  fickncfs.  W. 


FROM   DR.    ATTERBURY.  109 

fine  feafon  will  fet  you  upon  your  legs,  enough  to  en- 
able you  to  get  into  my  garden,  where  I  will  carry  you 
up  a  Mount,  in  a  point  of  view  to  fhew  you  the  glory 
of  my  little  kingdom.  If  you  approve  it,  I  fhall  be 
in  danger  to  boad,  like  Nebuchadnezzar,  of  the 
things  I  have  made,  and  to  be  turned  to  converfe,  not 
with  the  beafts  of  the  field,  but  with  the  birds  of  the 
grove,  which  I  fhall  take  to  be  no  great  punifhment. 
For  indeed  I  heartily  defpife  the  ways  of  the  world, 
and  mofl  of  the  great  ones  of  it. 

Oh  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great ! 

And  you  may  judge  how  comfortably  I  ani 
flrengthened  in  this  opinion,  when  fuch  as  your 
Lordfhip  bear  teflimony  to  its  vanity  and  empti- 
nefs.  Tinnitf  inane  eji,  with  the  pidture  of  one 
ringing  on  the  globe  with  his  finger,  is  the  befl 
thing  I  have  the  luck  to  remember,  in  that  great 
Poet  Quarles  (not  that  I  forget  the  Devil  at  bowls ; 
which  I  know  to  be  your  Lordlhip's  favourite  cut, 
as  well  as  favourite  diverfion). 

The  fituation  here  is  pleafant,  and  the  view  rural 
enough,  to  humour  the  mofl  retired,  and  agree  with 
the  mofl  contemplative.  Good  air,  folitary  groves, 
and  fparing  diet,  fuHicient  to  make  you  fancy  your- 
felf  (what  you  are  in  temperance,  though  elevated 
into  a  greater  figure  by  your  flation)  one  of  the  Fa- 
thers of  the  Defert.  Here  you  may  think  (to  ufe  an 
author's  words,  whom  you  fo  juflly  prefer  to  all  his 

followers, 
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followers,  that  you'll   receive  them  kindly,  though 
taken  from  his  word  work")*. 

That  in  Elijah's  banquet  you  partake, 
Or  fit  a  gueft  with  Daniel,  at  his  Pulfe. 

I  am  fmcerely  free  with  you,  as  you  defire  I  {hould, 
and  approve  of  your  not  having  your  coach  here,  for 
if  you  would  fee  Lord  C  *  or  any  body  elfc,  I  have 
another  chariot,  befides  that  little  one  you  laughed  at 
when  you  compared  me  to  Homer  in  a  nut-fhell. 
But  if  you  would  be  entirely  private,  nobody  (hall 
know  any  thing  of  the  matter.  Believe  me  (my 
Lord)  no  man  is  with  more  perfed  acquiefcence, 
nay  with  more  willing  acquiefcence  (not  even  any  of 
your  own  Sons  of  the  Church) 

Your  obedient,  etc. 

"»  The  Parad'tfe  Regatn'd.  I  fuppofe  this  was  in  compliment 
to  the  Bifhop.     It  could  never  be  his  own  opinion.  W. 

*  The  fuperlative  fublimity  of  the  Paradife  Loft  has  eclipfed 
the  milder  beauties  of  Paradife  Regained  :  For  beauties  it  has, 
and  in  no  fmall  abundance. 
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LETTER     XVI. 
FROM  THE  BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER; 

April  6,  1722. 

|-7NDER  all  the  lelfure  in  the  world,  I  have  no  lei- 
fure,  no  flomach  to  write  to  you  :  The  gradual 
approaches  of  death  are  before  my  eyes.  I  am  con- 
vinced that  it  muft  be  fo ;  and  yet  make  a  fliift  to 
flatter  myfelf  fometimes  with  the  thought  that  it  may 
polTibly  be  otherwife.  And  that  very  thought, 
though  it  is  diredly  contrary  to  my  reafon,  does  for 

a  few  moments  make  me  eafy however  not  eafy 

enough  in  good  earned  to  think  of  any  thing,  but 
the  melancholy  objed:  that  employs  them.  There- 
fore wonder  not  that  I  do  not  anfwer  your  kind  let- 
ter :  I  fhall  anfwer  it  too  foon,  I  fear,  by  accepting 
your  friendly  invitation.  When  I  do  fo,  no  conve- 
niences will  be  wanting :  For  I'll  fee  nobody  but  you 
and  your  mother,  and  the  fervants.  Vifits  to  ftatef- 
men  always  were  to  me  (and  are  now  more  than  ever) 
infipid  things ;  let  the  men  that  exped,  that  wifli  to 
thrive  by  them,  pay  them  that  homage ;  I  am  free. 
When  I  want  them,  they  fhall  hear  of  me  at  their 
doors :  When  they  want  me,  I  fhall  be  fure  to  hear  of 
them  at  mine.  But  probably  they  will  defpife  me  fo 
much,  and  I  fhall  court  them  fo  little,  that  we  fhall 
both  of  us  keep  our  diflance. 

When 
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When  I  come  to  you,  'tis  in  order  to  be  with  you 
only  ;  a  prefident  of  the  council,  or  a  ftar  and  garter 
\\ill  make  no  more  imprelTion  upon  my  mind,  at  fuch 
a  time,  than  the  hearing  of  a  bag-pipe,  or  the  fight  of 
a  puppet-fliew.  I  have  faid  to  Greatnefs  *  fometime 
ago — Tuiis  tibi  res  habeto,  Egojuct  curabo  meas.  The 
time  is  not  far  off  when  we  fhall  all  be  upon  the  level; 
and  I  am  refolved,  for  my  part,  to  anticipate  that 
time,  and  be  upon  the  level  with  them  now  :  For  he 
is  fo,  that  neither  feeks  nor  wants  them.  Let  them 
have  more  virtue  and  lefs  pride ;  and  then  I'll  court 
them  as  much  as  any  body  :  But  till  they  refolve  to 
diflinguifli  themfelves  fome  way  elfe  than  by  their 
outward  trappings,  I  am  determined  (and,  I  think,  I 
have  a  right)  to  be  as  proud  as  they  are ;  though  I 
truft  in  God,  my  pride  is  neither  of  fo  odious  a  na- 
ture as  theirs,  nor  of  fo  mifchievous  a  confequence. 

I  know  not  how  I  have  fallen  into  this  train  of 
thinking — when  I  fat  down  to  write  I  intended  only 
to  excufe  myfelf  for  not  writing,  and  to  tell  you  that 
the  time  drew  nearer  and  nearer,  when  I  mufl  dif- 
lodge  ;  I  am  preparing  for  it:  For  I  am  at  this  mo- 
ment building  a  vault  in  the  Abbey,  for  me  and  mine. 
*Twas  to  be  in  the  Abbey,  becaufe  of  my  relation  to 
the  place  ;  but  'tis  at  the  weft  door  of  it ;  as  far  from 
Kings  and  Caefars  as  the  fpace  will  admit  of. 

I  know 


"*  Was  the  good  Bifhop  really  cured  of  all  ambitious  views  at 
this  time  \ 
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I  know  not  but  I  may  ftep  to  town  to-morrow,  to 
fee  how  the  work  goes  forward  j  but,  if  I  do,  I  fliall 
return  hither  in  the  evening.  I  would  not  have  given 
you  the  trouble  of  this  letter  but  that  they  tell  me  it 
will  cofl  you  nothing,  and  that  our  privilege  of  frank- 
ing* (one  of  the  moft  valuable  we  have  left)  is  again 

allowed  us. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XVII. 

FROM   THE   BISHOP   OF    ROCHESTER. 

Bromley,  May  25,  1722. 
T  HAD  much  ado  to  get  hither  laft  night,  the  water 
being  fo  rough  that  the  ferry-men  were  unwilling  to 
venture.  The  firfl  thing  I  faw  this  morning  after  my 
eyes  were  open,  was  your  letter,  for  the  freedom  and 
kindnefs  of  which  I  thank  you.  Let  all  compliments 
be  laid  afide  between  us  for  the  future ;  and  depend 
upon  me  as  your  faithful  friend  in  all  things  within  my 
power,  as  one  that  truly  values  you,  and  wifhes  you 
all  manner  of  happinefs.  I  thank  you  and  Mrs. 
Pope  for  my  kind  reception,  which  has  left  a  pleafing 
impreffion  upon  me  that  will  not  foon  be  effaced. 

Lord 

*  This  IS  a  peevifti  fentiment ;  furely  more  privileges  were  left  ; 
®r  rather,  what  privileges  were  taken  away  ? 
VOL.  VIII.  1 
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Lord  *  has  prcfled  me  terribly  to  fee  him  at  *,and 
told  me  in  a  manner  betwixt  kindnefs  and  refent- 
mcnt,  that  it  is  but  a  few  miles  beyond  Twitcnham. 

I  have  but  a  little  time  left,  and  a  great  deal  to  do  in 
it :  and  mud  expect  that  ill  health  will  render  a  good 
fhare  of  it  ufelefs  ;  and  therefore  what  is  likely  to  be 
left  at  the  foot  of  the  account,  ought  by  me  to  be  che- 
ri(hed,  and  not  thrown  away  in  compliment.  You 
know  the  Motto  of  my  fun-dial,  Vrcitc,  ait,  fugio.  I 
will,  as  far  as  I  am  able,  follow  its  advice,  and  cut  oft' 
all  unneceffary  avocations  and  amufements.  There 
are  thofe  that  intend  to  employ  me  this  winter  in  a 
way  I  do  not  like :  if  they  perfift  in  their  intentions, 
I  mufl  apply  myfelf  to  the  work  they  cut  out  for  me, 
as  well  as  I  can.  But  withal,  that  ihall  not  hinder 
me  from  employing  myfelf  alfo  in  a  way  which  they 
do  not  like.  The  givers  of  trouble  one  day  fhall 
have  their  fliare  of  it  another  ;  that  at  lad  they  may 
be  induced  to  let  me  be  quiet,  and  live  to  myfelf 
with  the  few  (the  very  few)  friends  I  like  ;  for  that  is 
the  point,  the  fmgle  point  I  now  aim  at :  though,  I 
know,  the  generality  of  the  world  who  are  unacquainted 
with  my  intentions  and  views,  think  the  very  revcrfc 
of  this  charadler  belongs  to  me.  I  don't  know  how  I 
have  rambled  into  this  account  of  myfelf ;  when  I  fat 
down  to  write,  I  had  no  thought  of  making  that  any 
part  of  my  letter. 

You  might  have  been  fure  without  my  telling  you, 
that  my  right  hand  is  at  cafe ;  elfe  1  fliould  not  have 

over- 
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overflowed  at  this  rate.  And  yet  I  have  not  done, 
for  there  is  a  kind  intimation  in  the  end  of  yours, 
which  I  underftood,  becaufe  it  feeins  to  tend  towards 
employing  me  in  fomething  that  is  agreeable  to  you. 
Pray  explain  yourfelf,  and  believe  that  you  have  not 
an  acquaintance  in  the  world  that  would  be  more  in 
earneft  on  fuch  an  occafion  than  I,  for  I  love  you,  as 
well  as  efleem  you. 

All  the  while  I  have  been  writing.  Pain,  and  a  fine 
Thrufh  have  been  feverally  endeavouring  to  call  off 
my  attention ;  but  both  in  vain,  nor  fliould  I  yet  part 
with  you,  but  that  the  turning  over  a  new  leaf  frights 
me  a  little,  and  makes  me  refolve  to  break  through 
a  new  temptation,  before  it  has  taken  too  fall  hold 
on  me. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XVIII. 
FROM    THE    SAME. 

June  15,  1722. 

'^^ou  have  generally  written  firft,  after  our  parting ; 
I  will  now  be  before-hand  with  you  in  my  en- 
quiries, how  you  got  home,  and  how  you  do,  and 
whether  you  met  with  Lord  *,  and  delivered  my  civil 
reproach  to  him,  in  the  manner  I  defiled?  I  fuppofe 
you  did  not,  becaufe  I  have  heard  nothing  either 

I  2  from 
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Irom  you,  or  from  liiin  on  that  head ;  as,  I  fuppofc, 
1  might  have  done  if  you  had  found  him. 

I  am  fick  of  thefe  men  of  quality  ;  and  the  more 
fo,  the  oftcncr  1  have  any  bufmefs  to  tranfaci  with 
them.  They  look  upon  it  as  one  of  their  diflinguifli- 
ing  privileges,  not  to  be  pundual  in  any  bufmefs,  of 
how  great  importance  foever  ;  nor  to  fet  other  people 
at  eafe,  with  the  lofs  of  the  lead  part  of  their  own. 
This  conduct  of  his  vexes  me ;  but  to  what  purpofe  ? 
or  how  can  I  alter  it  ? 

I  long  to  fee  the  original  MS.  of  Milton :  but  don't 
know  how  to  come  at  it,  without  your  repeated  aflift- 
ance. 

I  hope  you  won't  utterly  forget  what  paffed  in  the 
coach  about  Samfon  Agoniftes  *.    I  Ihall  not  prefs  you 

as 

*  Dr.  Johnfon  thought  differently  about  this  Tragedy  ;  writ- 
ten evidently  and  happily  in  the  ilyle  and  maimer  of  Efchyliis  ; 
and  faid,  "  that  it  was  deficient  in  both  requifites  of  a  true  Arif- 
totelic  m'uUUe,  Its  intemiediate  parts  have  nefther  caufe  nor  conft- 
qurnce  ;  neither  hnjlen,  nor  tr.'iirfi  the  calaftrophe.'*  To  which  opi- 
nion the  judicious  Mr.  Twining  accedes.  What  Dr.Warburton  faid 
of  it  is  wonderfully  ridiculous  ;  that  Milton  "  chofe  the  fubjedl 
for  the  fake  of  the  fatire  on  bad  wives  ;"  and  that  the  fubjecls 
of  this  tragedy,  and  Paradife  Loft,  were  not  very  different,  "  the 
fall  of  two  heroes  by  a  woman."  Milton^  in  this  drama,  has  given 
an  example  o(  c\ery  fpecifs  oi  mc-afurt  which  the  Englilh  language 
is  capable  of  exlu'biting  ;  not  only  in  the  Chorujcs,  but  in  the 
Dialogue  part.  The  chief  parts  of  the  Dialogue  (thougli  there  is 
a  great  variety  of  meafure  in  the  Chorufes  of  the  Greek  Trage- 
dies) arc  in  Iambic  Vcrfe.  I  recoiled  but  three  places  in  which 
Hexameter  verfes  are  introduced  in  the  Greek  Tragedies,  once  in 
the  TrachinUy  once  in  the  Phlloda  of  Sophocles,  and  once  in  the 

Truiulcs 
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as  to  time,  but  fome  time  or  other,  I  wifh  you 
would  review,  and  polifh  that  piece.  If  upon  a  new 
perufal  of  it  (which  I  defire  you  to  make)  you  think 
as  I  do,  that  it  is  written  in  the  very  fpirit  of  the  An- 
cients ;  it  deferves  your  care,  and  is  capable  of  being 
improved,  with  little  trouble,  into  a  perfed  model 
and  flandard  of  Tragic  poetry — always  allowing  for 
its  being  a  flory  taken  out  of  the  Bible ;  which  is  an 
objeftion  that  at  this  time  of  day,  I  know  is  not  to  be 
got  over. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XIX. 

July  27. 

Y  HAVE  been  as  conftantly  at  Twitenham  as  your 
Lordfhip  has  at  Bromley,  ever  fmce  you  faw  Lord 
Bathurfl.     At   the   time  of  the  Duke  of  Marlbo- 
rough's funeral,  I  intend  to  lie  at  the  Deanery,  and 

moralize 

Troades  of  Euripides.  Voltaire  wrote  an  opera  on  this  fubjeft  of 
Samfon,  1732,  which  was  fet  to  mufic  by  Rameau,  but  was 
never  performed.  He  has  inferted  Chorufes  to  Venus  and 
Adonis  ;  and  the  piece  finifhes  by  introducing  Samfon,  aftually 
pulling  down  the  Temple,  on  the  ftage,  and  crufliing  all  the  Af- 
Cembly,  which  Milton  has  flung  into  fo  fine  a  narration  ;  and  the 
Opera  is  ended  by  Samfon's  faying,  "  J'ai  repare  ma  honte,  & 
j'expire  en  vainqueur."  And  yet  this  was  the  man  that  dared  to 
deride  the  in-egularities  of  Shakefpeare. 
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moralize  one  evening  with  you  on  the  vanity  of  hu- 
man Glory. — 

The  Duchefs's "  letter  concerns  me  nearly,  and  you 
know  it,  who  know  all  my  thoughts  without  difguifc  : 
I  muft  keep  clear  of  Flattery  ;  I  will,  and  as  this  is  an 
honcfl  refolution,  I  dare  hope  your  Lordfliip  will  not 
be  fo  unconcerned  for  my  keeping  it,  as  not  to  aflifl: 
mc  in  fo  doing.     I  beg  therefore  you  would  reprefent 
thus  much  at  leaft  to  her  Grace,  that  as  to  the  fear 
flie  feems  touched  with,  [^That  the  Duke's  memory 
fhould  have  no  advantage  but  what  he  mufl:  give  him- 
felf,  without  being  beholden  to  any  one  friend]  your 
Lordfhip  may  certainly,  and  agreeable  to  your  cha- 
lafter,  both  of  rigid  honour  and  Chriftian  plainnefs, 
tell  her,  that  no  man  can  have  any  other  advantage : 
and  that  all  offerings  of  friends  in  fuch  a  cafe  pafs  for 
nothing.     Be  but  fo  good  as  to  confirm  what  I've  re- 
prefented  to  her,  that  an  infcription  in  the  ancient 
way,  plain,  pompous,  yet  modefl,  will  be  the  mod 
uncommon,   and    therefore  the  mofl  diftinguiihing 
manner  of  doing  it.     And  fo,  I  hope,  {lie  will  be  fa- 
tisficd,  the  Duke's  honour  be  preferved,  and  my  inte- 
grity alfo  :  which  is  too  facred  a  thing  to  be  forfeited, 
in  confideration  of  any  little  (or  what  people  of  qua- 
lity may  call  great)  Honour  or  diflin61:ion  whatever, 
which  thofc  of  their  rank  can  bcflow  on  one  of  mine  ; 
and  which  indeed  they  arc  apt  to  over-rate,  but  never 

fo 

"  The  Duchcfs  of  Buckingham.  \V. 
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fo  much,  as  when  they  Imagine  us  under  any  obli- 
gation to  fay  one  untrue  word  in  their  favour. 

I  qan  only  thank  you,  my  Lord,  for  the  kind  tran- 
fition  you  make  from  common  bufmefs,  to  that  which 
is  the  only  real  bufmefs  of  every  reafonable  creature. 
Indeed  I  think  more  of  it  than  you  imagine,  though 
not  fo  much  as  I  ought.     I  am  pleafed  with  thofe 
Latin  verfes  extremely,  which  are  fo  very  good  that  I 
thought  them  yours,  till  you  called  them  an  Hora- 
tian  Cento,  and  then  I  recollefted  the  disjecta  membra 
■poet(2.     I  won't  pretend  I  am  fo  totally  in  thofe  fenti- 
ments  which  you  compliment  me  with,  as  I  yet  hope 
to  be :  you  tell  me  I  have  them,  as  the  civileft  me- 
thod to  put  me  in  mind  how  much  it  fits  me  to  have 
them.     I  ought,  firft,  to  prepare  my  mind  by  a  better 
knowledge  even  of  good  profane  writers,  efpecially 
the  Moralifts,  etc.  before  I  can  be  worthy  of  tailing 
that  fupreme  of  books,  and  fublime  of  all  writings. 
In  which,  as  in  all  the  intermediate  ones,  you  may  (if 
your  friendlhip  and  charity  toward  me  continue  fo 
far)  be  the  belt  guide  to 

Your,  etc. 


14 
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LETTER     XX. 
FROM  THE   BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER. 

July  30,  1722. 

T  HAVE  written  to  the  Duchefs  °  jufl  as  you  defired, 
and  referred  her  to  our  meeting  in  town  for  a  fur- 
ther account  of  it.  I  have  done  it  the  rather  becaufe 
your  opinion  in  the  cafe  is  fincerely  mine :  and  if  it 
had  not  been  fo,  you  yourfelf  fliould  not  have  induced 
me  to  give  it.  Whether,  and  how  far  (he  will  acqui- 
efce  in  it,  I  cannot  fay,  cfpecially  in  a  cafe  where  flic 
thinks  the  Duke's  honour  concerned  ;  but  fliould  flie 
feem  to  perfifl  a  httle  at  prefent,  her  good  fenfe 
(which  I  depend  upon)  will  afterwards  fatisfy  her  that 
we  are  in  the  right. 

I  go  to-morrow  to  the  Deanery,  and,  I  believe,  I 
fhall  flay  there,  till  I  have  faid  duft  to  dufl,  and  fhut 
up  that  P  laft  fcene  of  pompous  vanity  *. 

'Tis 

'^  Duchefs  of  Buckingham.  W, 

P  This  was  the  funeral  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  at  which 
the  Bi(hop  officiated  as  Dean  of  Wcllminfter,  in  Aug.  1722.  P. 
*  His  portrait  has  been  elegantly  drawn  by  Lord  Chcllcrfield. 
"  Of  all  the  men  I  ever  knew  in  my  life,  (and  I  knew  him  ex- 
tremely well,)  the  late  Duke  of  Marlborough  poflefTcd  the  graces 
in  the  highell  degree,  not  to  fay  engroflcd  them  ;  and  indeed  he 
got  the  mod  by  them  ;  for  I  will  venture  (contrar)'  to  the  cuftom 
of  profound  hiftorians,  who  always  alTign  deep  caufes  for  great 
events)  to  afcribe  the  better  half  of  thi-  Duke  of  Marlborough's 
grcatnefs  and  riches  to  thofe  graces.  He  was  eminently  illiterate  ; 
wrote  bad  Englifli,  and  fpelled  it  llill  worfe.  He  had  no  fliarc  of 
what  is  commonly  called  parts  ;  that  is,  he  had  no  brightncfs,  no- 
thing ftu'ning  in  his  genius.  He  had,  moll  undoubtedly,  an  ex- 
cellent 
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Tis  a  great  while  for  me  to  ftay  there  at  this  time 
of  year:  and  I  know  I  jfhall  often  fay  to  myfelfj 
while  I  am  expecting  the  funeral, 

O  Rus,  quando  *ego  te  afpiciam!  quandoque  licebit 
Ducere  follicitae  jucunda  oblivia  vitae  ! 

In 

cellent  good  plain  underftanding,  with  found  judgment.  But 
thefe  alone  would  probably  have  raifed  him  but  fomething  higher 
than  they  found  him,  which  was  page  to  King  James  II. 's 
Queen.  There  the  graces  protefted  and  promoted  him ;  for 
while  he  was  Enfign  of  the  Guards,  the  Duchefs  of  Cleveland, 
then  favourite  miftrefs  to  King  Charles  II.  ftruck  by  thofe 
veiy  graces,  gave  him  five  thoufand  pounds ;  with  which  he  imme- 
diately bought  an  annuity  for  his  life,  of  five  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
of  my  grandfather,  Halifax  ;  which  was  the  foundation  of  his  fub- 
fequent  fortunes.  His  figure  was  beautiful ;  but  his  manner  was 
irrefiftible  by  either  man  or  woman.  It  was  by  this  engaging, 
graceful  manner,  that  he  was  enabled,  during  all  his  wars,  to  con- 
nect the  various  and  jairing  powers  of  the  Grand  Alliance,  and  to 
carry  them  on  to  the  main  objeft  of  tlie  war,  notwithllanding 
their  private  and  feparate  views,  jealoufies,  and  wrong-headed- 
neffes.  Whatever  Court  he  went  to,  (and  he  was  often  obliged 
to  go  himfelf  to  fome  refly  and  refraftory  ones,)  he  as  conftantly 
prevailed,  and  brought  them  into  his  meafures." 

*  This  Letter,  as  indeed  are  many  of  them,  is  crowded,  even 
to  affeftation,  with  ver)"^  trite  quotations  from  Horace  and  Virgil. 
The  Bifhop  appears  to  have  been  rather  a  polite  than  profound 
Scholar.  One  of  his  beft  compofitions  is  a  Preface  to  Waller'% 
Poems,  written  1690;  in  which  is  a  rational  and  powerful  de- 
fence of  Blank  Verfe,  and  one  of  the  carlieft  encomiums  on  the 
Paradife  Lofl ;  which  he,  and  not  Lord  SOMERS,  had  the 
great  merit  of  procuring  to  be  printed  in  folio  by  fubfcription. 
He  wrote  a  large  part  of  Boyle^s  DifTertation  on  Phalaris,  againfl: 
Bendey  ;  but  complained  afterwards  of  the  coldnefs  and  ingratitude 
with  which  his  labours,  on  this  occafion,  were  treated  by  Mr.  Boyle. 
This  complaint  probably  arofe  from  his  having  expefted,  from 
his  fanguine  temper,  more  than  was  his  due.  His  Sermons, 
according  to  Dr.  Blair,  have  been  too  much  praifed  for  pu- 
rity 
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In  that  cafe  I  fliall  fancy  I  hear  the  ghofl  of  the 
dead,  thus  intrcating  me. 

At  tu  facratx  ne  parce  malignus  arenx 

OfTibus  &  capiti  Inhumato 

Particulam  dare 

Quaiiquam  feftinas,  non  eft  mora  longa;  licebit, 

Injecto  ter  pulvere,  curras. 

There  is  an  anfwer  for  me  fomewhere  in  Hamlet  to 
this  requeft,  which  you  remember  though  I  don't. 

Poor  Ghojl  ?  thou  jhalt  be  fatisfied  ! or  fomething 

like  it.  However  that  be,  take  care  you  do  not  fail 
in  your  appointment,  that  the  company  of  the  living 
may  make  me  fome  amends  for  my  attendance  on 
the  dead. 

I  know  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  well :   I 
fliould  always,  could  I  always  be  here— 

Sed  me 
Imperiofa  trahit  Proferpina  :  vivc,  valeque. 

You 


rity  of  flyle.  Never  was  tlicrc  a  more  complete  viclory  than 
was  gained  over  him  by  Bp.  Hoadly,  tor  his  pcrvtrfc  and  ground- 
lefs  interpretation  of  the  text,  "  If  in  this  life  only  we  have  hope, 
we  are  of  all  men  mod  miferable."  Hoadly  alfo  powerfully  at- 
tacked him  on  the  dodlrine  of  Pajftve  Obedience ;  a  doftrine  fo 
fmgularly  abfurd,  as  fcarce  indeed  to  merit  a  ftrious  refutation. 
In  allufion  to  Hoadly's  Linicnefs,  who  fo  frequently  attacked  At- 
terbury,  it  was  faid, 

Raro  antcccdcntem  Sceleftum, 
Deferuityifrt'f  Pana  claudo. 

No  two  men  were  ever  of  more  diametrically  oppofite  kmpcrsy  as 
well  d^i  principles y  than  Hoadly  and  /ItUrlury ;  the  former  all  Cidm- 
nefs  and  tranquillity,  the  latter  all  vehemence  and  fire. 
4 
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You  are  the  firfl  man  I  fent  to  this  morning,  and  the 
laft  man  I  defire  to  converfe  with  this  evening,  though 
at  twenty  miles  diflance  from  you. 

Te,  venlente  die,  Te,  decedente,  requiro. 


LETTER     XXI. 
FROM  THE  BISHOP  OF   ROCHESTER. 

DEAR  SIR,  The  Tower,  April  10,  1725. 

y  THANK  you  for  all  the  inftances  of  your  friend- 

fhip  both  before,  and  fmce  my  misfortunes.  A 
little  time  will  complete  them,  and  feparate  you  and 
me  for  ever.  But  in  what  part  of  the  world  foever 
I  am,  I  will  live  mindful  of  your  fmcere  kindnefs  to 
me  J  and  will  pleafe  myfelf  with  the  thought,  that  I 
flill  live  in  your  efleem  and  affedion,  as  much  as  ever 
I  did ;  and  that  no  accident  of  life,  no  diflance  of 
time,  or  place,  will  alter  you  in  that  refpe6l.  It  never 
can  me ;  who  have  loved  and  valued  you,  ever  fmce 
I  knew  you,  and  lliall  not  fail  to  do  it  when  I  am  not 
allowed  to  tell  you  fo  j  as  the  cafe  will  foon  be.  Give 
my  faithful  fervices  to  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  and  thanks  for 
what  he  fent  me,  which  was  much  to  the  purpofe,  if 
any  thing  can  be  faid  to  be  to  the  purpofe,  in  a  cafe 
that  is  already  determined.  Let  him  know  my  De- 
fence will  be  fuch,  that  neither  my  friends  need  blufli 

for 
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for  me,  nor  will  my  enemies  have  great  occafion  of 
Triumph,  though  fure  of  the  Viftory.  I  fhall  want 
his  advice  before  I  go  abroad,  in  many  things.  But 
I  queflion  whether  I  (hall  be  permitted  to  fee  him,  or 
any  body,  but  fuch  as  are  abfolutely  neceflary  towards 
the  difpatch  of  my  private  affairs.  If  fo,  God  blefs 
you  both  !  and  may  no  part  of  the  ill  fortune  that  at- 
tends me,  ever  purfue  either  of  you  !  I  know  not  but 
I  may  call  upon  you  at  my  hearing,  to  fay  fomewhat 
about  my  way  of  fpending  my  time  at  the  Deanery, 
which  did  not  feem  calculated  towards  managing  plots 
and  confpiracies.  But  of  that  I  fliall  confider — You 
and  I  have  fpent  many  hours  together  upon  much 
plcafanter  fubjecls  ;  and,  that  I  may  preferve  the  old 
cuftom,  I  fliall  not  part  with  you  now  till  I  have 
clofed  this  letter,  with  three  lines  of  Milton,  which 
you  will,  I  know,  readily  and  not  without  fome  de- 
gree of  concern,  apply  to  your  ever  affedionate,  etc. 

Some  natural  tears  he  dropt*,  but  wip'd  them  foon : 
The  world  was  all  before  him,  where  to  chufe 
His  place  of  rclt,  and  Providtiice  his  Guide. 

*  He  repeated  thefc  lines  to  fomc  of  the  upper  Scholars  of 
Wcftminflcr  School,  who  went  to  vifit  him  in  the  Tower. 


I 
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LETTER     XXII. 
THE       ANSWER. 

April  20,  1723. 

T  is  not  poffible  to  exprefs  what  I  think*,  and  what 
I  feel ;  only  this,  that  I  have  thought  and  felt  for 
nothing  but  you,  for  fome  time  pafl :  and  fhall  think 
of  nothing  fo  long  for  the  time  to  come.  The  greatefl 
comfort  I  had  was  an  intention  (which  I  would  have 
made  prafticable)  to  have  attended  you  in  your  jour- 
ney, to  which  I  had  brought  that  perfon  to  confent, 
who  only  could  have  hindered  me,  by  a  tie  which, 
though  it  may  be  more  tender,  I  do  not  think  more 

flrong, 

*  Whatever  our  Author's  opinion  might  be,  it  is  now  but  too 
manifeft,  from  the  curious  coUeftion  of  the  Bifliop's  Letters,  pub- 
lifhed  by  Mr.  J.  Nichols,  1783,  in  three  volumes  8vo.  particularly 
in  pages  148  and  167  of  vol.  i.  that  he  vv'as  engaged  in  a  treafon- 
able  correfpondence  with  the  Pretender.  In  thefe  volumes  are 
many  entertaining  Letters  to  M.  Thiriot,  the  intimate  friend  of 
Voltaire,  in  the  lafl  edition  of  whofe  works,  are  above  an  hundred 
Letters  to  this  M.  Thlrlot,  who  was  allowed  to  dine  with  Voltaire 
every  day,  during  his  imprifonment  in  the  Baftile,  for  fix  months, 
1725  :  juft  before  Voltaire  came  to  England,  where  he  was  fo  well 
received,  and  got  a  very  large  and  liberal  fubfcription  to  his 
Henriade,  and  lived  much  with  Lord  Peterborough  and  Lord  Bo- 
lingbroke..  I  will  take  occafion  to  add,  that  Thiriot  was  in  cor- 
refpondence fpr  thirty  years  with  the  great  King  of  Prujfm,  but 
never  received  from  that  Monarch  any  thing  but  compliments.  In 
one  of  thefe  Letters,  Atterbury  obferves  to  Thiriot,  that  the 
Abbe  du  Bos,  in  his  Refleftions  on  Poetry  and  Painting,  furnifhed 
Voltaire  with  the  hint  of  his  Poem  on  the  Ligue.  Vol.  i.  p.  179. 
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ftrong,  than  that  of  friendflilp.  But  I  fear  there  will 
be  no  way  left  me  to  tell  you  this  great  truth,  that  I 
remember  you,  that  I  love  you,  that  I  am  grateful  to 
you,  that  I  entirely  efteem  and  value  you :  no  way 
but  that  one,  which  needs  no  open  warrant  to  au- 
thorize it,  or  fecret  conveyance  to  fecure  it ;  which 
no  bills  can  preclude,  and  no  Kings  prevent ;  a  way 
that  can  reach  to  any  part  of  the  world  where  you 
may  be,  where  the  very  whifper  or  even  the  wiih  of  a 
friend  mufl  not  be  heard,  or  even  fufpedted.  By  this 
way  I  dare  tell  my  efteem  and  affection  of  you,  to  your 
enemies  in  the  gates,  and  you,  and  they,  and  their 
fons,  may  hear  of  it. 

You  prove  yourfelf,  my  Lord,  to  know  me  for  the 
friend  I  am  ;  in  judging  that  the  manner  of  your 
Defence,  and  your  Reputation  by  it,  is  a  point  of  the 
higheft  concern  to  me :  and  affuring  me,  it  fliall  be 
fuch,  that  none  of  your  friends  fhall  blufli  for  you. 
Let  me  further  prompt  you  to  do  yourfelf  the  befl 
and  mod  lading  juftice  ;  the  inftruments  of  your 
Fame  to  pofterity  will  be  in  your  own  hands.  May 
it  not  be,  that  Providence  has  appointed  you  to  fome 
great  and  ufeful  work,  and  calls  you  to  it  this  fevere 
way  ?  You  may  more  eminently  and  more  effedually 
ferve  the  public  even  now,  than  in  the  llations  you 
have  fo  honourably  filled.  Think  of  Tully,  Bacon, 
and  Clarendon  '• :    Is  it  not  the  latter,  the  difgraced 

part 

1  Clarendon  indeed  wrote  his  bell  works  in  his  banilhmcnt  : 
but  the  bell  of  Bacon's  were  written  before  his  difgrace ;  and  the 
bell  of  Cicero's  after  his  return  from  exile.  W. 
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part  of  their  lives,  which  you  mod  envy,  and  which 
you  would  choofe  to  have  lived  ? 

I  am  tenderly  fenfible  of  the  wifh  you  exprefs,  that 
no  part  of  your  misfortune  may  purfue  me.  But 
God  knows,  I  am  every  day  lefs  and  lefs  fond  of  my  na- 
tive country,  (fo  torn  as  it  is  by  Party-rage,)  and  begin 
to  confider  a  friend  in  exile  as  a  friend  in  death  ;  one 
gone  before,  where  I  am  not  unwilling  nor  unpre- 
pared to  follow  after ;  and  where  (however  various 
or  uncertain  the  roads  and  voyages  of  another  world 
may  be)  I  cannot  but  entertain  a  pteafmg  hope '  that 
we  may  meet  again. 

I  faithfully  affure  you,  that  in  the  mean  time  there 
is  no  one,  living  or  dead,  of  whom  I  Ihall  think 
oftener  or  better  than  of  you.  I  fhall  look  upon  you 
as  in  a  flate  between  both,  in  which  you  will  have 
from  me  all  the  paflions  and  warm  wiflies  that  can  at- 
tend the  living,  and  all  the  refpedt  and  tender  fenfe 
of  lofs,  that  we  feel  for  the  dead.  And  I  fhall  ever 
depend  upon  your  conftant  friendfhip,  kind  memory, 
and  good  offices,  though  I  were  never  to  fee  or  hear 
the  effefts  of  them  :  like  the  truft  we  have  in  bene- 
volent fpirits,  who,  though  we  never  fee  or  hear 
them,  we  think,  are  conilantly  ferving  us,  and  pray- 
ing for  us. 

Whenever  I  am  wifhing  to  write  to  you,  I  fliall 
conclude  you  are  intentionally  doing  fo  to  me.  And 
every  time'  that  I  think  of  you,  I  will  believe  you  are 
thinking  of  me.     I  never  fhall  fuffer  to  be  forgotten 

(nay 
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(nay  to  be  but  faintly  remembered)  the  honour,  the 
pleafure,  the  pride  I  muft  ever  have,  in  reflecting  how 
frequently  you  have  delighted  me,  how  kindly  you 
have  diftinguiflied  me,  how  cordially  you  have  advifed 
me  !  In  converfation,  in  ftudy,  I  fliall  always  want  you, 
and  wifh  for  you  :  in  my  mod  lively,  and  in  my  mod 
thoughtful  hours,  1  fliall  equally  bear  about  me,  the 
impreflions  of  you :  and  perhaps  it  will  not  be  in 
this  life  only,  that  I  fliall  have  caufe  to  remember 
and  acknowledge  the  friendfliip  of  the  Bifliop  of 
Rocheft:er. 


O 


LETTER     XXIIL 
TO      THE      SAME. 

May  17,  1723. 

NCE  more  I  write  *  to  you  as  I  promifed,  and  this 
once,  I  fear,  will  be  the  lafl: !    the  Curtain  will 
foon  be  drawn  between   my  friend   and    me,    and 

nothing 

*  There  is  an  anecdote,  fo  uncommon  and  remarkable,  lately 
mentioned  in  Dr.  Maty's  Memoirs  of  the  Earl  of  Chelleriicld,  and 
which  he  gives  in  the  very  words  of  that  celebrated  nobleman, 
that  I  cannot  forbear  repeating  it  in  this  place  : — "  I  went,"  faid 
Lord  CliellLrtield,  *'  to  Mr.  Popt,  one  morning  at  Twickenham, 
and  found  a  large  folio  Bible,  with  gilt  clafps,  lying  before  him 
upon  his  tabic ;  and,  as  I  knew  his  way  of  thinking  upon  that 
book,  I  aflced  him,  jocofely,  if  he  was  going  to  write  an  anfwer 
to  it  ?     It  is  a  prefent,  faid  he,  or  rather  a  legacy,  from  my  old 

friend 
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nothing  left  but  to  wifli  you  a  long  good-night.  May 
you  enjoy  a  ftate  of  repofe  in  this  Ufa,  not  unlike  that 

fleep 

friend  the  BIfhop  of  Rochefler.  I  went  to  take  my  leave  of  him 
yefterday  in  the  Tower,  where  I  faw  this  bible  upon  his  table. 
After  the  firft  compliments,  the  Bifhopfaid  to  me,  "Myfriend  Pope, 
*'  confidering  your  infirmities,  and  my  age  and  exile,  it  is  not  likely 
*'  that  we  fliould  ever  meet  again  ;  and  therefore  I  give  you  this  le- 
*'  gacy  to  remember  me  by  it." — "  Does  your  Lordfhip  abide  by  it 
**  yourfelf?" — "I  do." — "Ifyoudo,  my  Lord,  it  is  but  lately.  May 
*'  Ibegtoknowv/hat  newlightorarguments  have  prevailed  vvith you 
"  now,  to  entertain  an  opinion  fo  contrary'  to  that  which  you  enter- 
*'  tainedof  that  Book  all  the  former  part  of  your  life?" — TheBifliop 
replied,  "  We  have  not  time  to  talk  of  thefe  things  ;  but  take  home 
*'  the  Book  :  I  will  abide  by  it,  and  I  recommend  you  to  do  fo  too, 
*'  and  fo,  God  blefs  you  !" — Charity  and  juftice  call  on  us,  not 
haftily  to  credit  fo  marvellous  a  tale,  without  the  ilrongeft  tefti- 
mony  for  its  truth.  And,  for  the  fake  of  juftice,  I  here  infert  a  Let- 
ter, from  a  very  refpeftable  man,  which  i  received  on  this  fubjedl. 

**  Rev.  Sir,  South  Moulton,  Devonfliire,  May  28,  1782. 

*'  You  will  be  furprifed  at  this  addrefs  from  a  perfon  who  hatli 
not  the  honour  of  being  known  to  you,  even  by  name ;  but  the 
occafion  of  my  writing  will,  I  truft,  plead  for  my  freedom. 

"  I  have  this  week  had  the  long-wifhed-for  fatisfaftion  of  read- 
ing  your Eflay  on  the  Works   of  Pope. 

Jlline  will  add  nothing  to  the  applaufe,  Vv'hich  your  writings  have 
received  from  readei-s  of  tafte  and  judgment.  But  the  defign 
of  this  Letter  is  not  to  pay  you  a  compliment.  You  need  it  not : 
And  I  have  fomething  to  communicate  to  you,  which  I  am  fure 
you  will  be  better  pleafed  with. 

"  In  quoting  a  certain  "  uncommon  anecdote,"  refpefting  Biihop 
Atterbury,  from  Dr".  Maty's  Memoirs  of  Lord  Chellerfield,  you 
very  candidly  acknowledge  that  it  ought  not  to  be  credited  too 
haftily.  When  I  firft  read  it  in  the  Work  from  whence  you  have 
extracted  it,  I  was  much  ftartled  at  it :  But  recolledting  from  iv/jut 
fource  it  iffued,  I  was  led  to  fufped  its  Lruth.  The  ftory  is  a 
very  infidious  one  :  and  perfeftly  in  Lord  Cheilerfield's  manner! — 
It  is  airy,  and  gay,  and  arch  :   But  no  difguife  can  cover  an  In- 

voi..  viii.  K  fidel's 
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ileep  of  the  foul  which  fome  have  believed  is  to  fuc« 
ceed  it,  where  we  lie  utterly  forgetful  of  that  world 

from 

fidel's  malignity.  I  would  not  judge  haflily  of  any  man*s  motives ; 
nor  call  the  veracity  of  any  man  in  qneftion  witliout  the  clcareft 
evidence.  But  it  is  on  the  clearefl  evidence,  and  with  the  fulleft 
conviftion,  that  I  fcniple  not  to  pronounce  this  flory,  concerning 
Bifhop  Attcrbury's  infidelity,  to  be  groundlefs. 

"The  anecdote  relates,  that  this  remarkable  con verfation between 
Atterbur)'  and  Pope  took  place  but  a  Jcm  days  before  the  Bifhop 
went  into  exile  ;  whereas  it  appears  from  a  Letter,  dated  n'tne  months 
before  this  event,  that  the  Bifhop  had,  with  equal  piety  and  gene- 
rofity,  interefled  himfelf  fo  far  in  the  fpiritual  welfare  of  his  friend 
Mr.  Pope,  as  to  recommend  to  him  the  ftudy  of  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures ;  and  foftening  his  zeal  by  his  urbanity,  had  fo  won  on  the 
cfteem  and  affection  of  Pope,  as  to  draw  from  him  the  moll  grate- 
ful and  liberal  acknowledgments.  The  Letter  I  refer  to  is  the 
19th,  of  the  colleftion  of  thofe  between  Atterbur}-  and  Pope. 
At  the  conchifion  is  the  following  very  remarkable  pafFage  :  "  I 
*'  ought  jf/y?,"  fays  Mr.  Pope,  "  to  prepare  my  mind  for  a  better 
•'  knowledge,  even  of  good  profane  writers,  efpecially  the  moralifts, 
*•  etc.  etc.  before  I  can  be  worthy  of  tailing  that  fupreme  of  boohs,  and 
*'■  fuhlime  of  all  writings,  in  which  (as  in  all  the  intermediate  ones) 
*'  you  may,  if  your  fricndfhip  and  charity  towards  me  continue  fo 
«♦  far,  be  the  bejl  guide  to  Yours,  etc.'* 

"  This  Letter  bears  date  July  27,  1722  :  The  Bifhop  did  not  go 
into  exile  till  nearly  three  quarters  of  a  year  afterwards.  The  lafl 
Letter  of  Pope  to  that  Bifliop  previous  to  his  exile,  is  dated  April 
30,  1723.  It  muH  have  been  about  this  time  that  Pope  paid  him 
a  vifit  in  the  Tower :  But  whether  fucb  a  converfation  took  place 
as  hath  been  pretended,  may  be  fafcly,  for  the  Bifliop's  credit, 
fubmitted  to  the  determination  of  every  man  of  common  fcnfc, 
after  reading  the  above  extraft. 

"  I  communicated  thefe  hints  lafl  winter  to  my  very  efteemed 
friend  Mr.  Moore,  one  of  the  Canons  of  the  church  of  Exeter, 
and  he  wiflied  me  to  communicate  them  to  the  Public,  in  order  to 
check  the  infolence  of  certain  gentlemen,  who,  arrogating  all  the 
good  fenfe  in  the  world  to  thcmfeives,  would  infmuate  that  a  man 
of  genius,  if  he  profeflfcs  to  be  a  Chrillian,  mull  be  a  Hypocrite  ! 

I  had 
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from  which  we  are  gone,  and  ripening  for  that  to 
which  we  are  to  go.  If  you  retain  any  memory  of 
the  paft,  let  it  only  image  to  you  what  has  pleafed 
you  bell ;  fometimes  prefent  a  dream  of  an  abfent 
friend,  or  bring  you  back  an  agreeable  converfation. 
But  upon  the  whole,  I  hope  you  will  think  lefs  of  the 
time  paft  than  of  the  future  ;  as  the  former  has  been 
lefs  kind  to  you  than  the  latter  infallibly  will  be.  Do 
not  envy  the  world  your  ftudies ;  they  will  tend  to 
the  benefit  of  men  againft  whom  you  can  have  no 
complaint,  I  mean  of  all  Pofterity :  and  perhaps,  at 
your  time  of  life,  nothing  elfe  is  worth  your  care. 
What  is  every  year  of  a  wife  man's  life  but  a  cenfure 
or  critic  on  the  paft  ?   Thofe  whofe  date  is  the  ftiorteft, 

live 

I  had  an  intention  of  complying  with  Mr.  Moore's  requeft  ;  but  a 
variety  of  other  engagements  put  it  quite  out  of  my  head,  till 
the  remembrance  was  recalled  by  your  publication.  I  would  not 
prefume  to  di£late  to  you :  Your  better  judgment  will  decide 
whether  it  would  be  proper  for  you  to  take  notice  of  thofe  hints, 
and  to  mould  them  into  a  form  that  may  be  worthy  of  the  public 
eye,  in  the  next  edition  of  your  ingenious  EfTay.  My  motive  in 
thus  fimply  offering  them  to  your  notice,  arofe  from  an  honeft  wifh 
to  remove  unmerited  obloquy  from  the  dead. 

"  I  fhould  fmcerely  rejoice  if  it  was  in  my  power  to  remove,  with 
equal  eafe  and  fuccefs,  the  cloud  which,  in  fome  other  refpcfts,  ftill 
obfcures  the  luftre  of  the  Bifhop's  memoiy. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  with  great  efteem, 
**  Reverend  Sir, 

"  Your  very  humble  Servant, 

«'S.   BADCOCK.'* 
K  2 
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live  long  enough  to  hiiigh  at  one  half  of  it :  the  boy 
defpifes  the  infant,  the  man  the  boy,  the  philofopher 
both,  and  the  ChrifUan  all.  You  may  now  begin  to 
think  your  manhood  was  too  much  a  puerility  ;  and 
you'll  never  fuft'er  your  age  to  be  but  a  fecond  in- 
fancy. The  toys  and  baubles  of  your  childhood  are 
hardly  now  more  below  you,  than  thofe  toys  of  our 
riper  and  of  our  declining  years,  tlic  drums  and  rat- 
tles of  Ambition,  and  the  dirt  and  bubbles  of  Avarice. 
At  this  time,  when  you  are  cut  oft'  from  a  little  fociety, 
and  made  a  citizen  of  the  world  at  large,  you  fhould 
bend  your  talents  not  to  ferve  a  Party  or  a  few,  but 
all  mankind.  Your  Genius  fliould  mount  above  that 
mill  in  which  its  participation  and  neighbourhood 
with  earth  long  involved  it ;  to  fhine  abroad  and  to 
heaven,  ought  to  be  the  bufmefs,  and  the  glory  of 
your  prefent  fituation.  Remember  it  was  at  fuch  a 
time,  that  the  greatefl  lights  of  antiquity  dazzled  and 
blazed  the  moft,  in  their  retreat,  in  their  exile,  or  in 
their  death:  But  why  do  I  talk  of  dazzling  or  blazing? 
it  was  then  that  they  did  good,  that  they  gave  light, 
and  that  they  became  Guides  to  mankind. 

Thofe  aims  alone  are  worthy  of  fpirits  truly  great, 
and  fuch  I  therefore  hope  will  be  yours.  Refcntment 
indeed  may  remain,  perhaps  cannot  be  quite  extin- 
guifhed,  in  the  noblefl  minds ;  but  Revenge  never 
will  harbour  there:  Higher  principles  than  thofe  of 
the  firfl:,  and  better  principles  than  thofe  of  the  latter, 

will 
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will  infallibly  influence  men,  whofe  thoughts  and 
whofe  hearts  are  enlarged,  and  caufe  them  to  prefer 
the  Whole  to  any  part  of  mankind,  efpecially  to  fo 
fmall  a  part  as  one's  fmgle  felf. 

Believe  me,  my  Lord,  I  look  upon  you  as  a  fpirit 
entered  into  another  life ',  as  one  jufl  upon  the  edge 
of  immortality  ;  where  the  paffions  and  affedions 
mud  be  much  more  exalted,  and  where  you  ought  to 
defpife  all  little  views,  and  all  mean  retrofpedls.  No- 
thing is  worth  your  looking  back  ;  and  therefore  look 
forward,  and  make  (as  you  can)  the  world  look  after 
you.  But  take  care  that  it  be  not  with  pity,  but  with 
eileem  and  admiration. 

I  am,  with  the  greatefl  fmcerity,  and  paffionfor  your 

fame  as  well  as  happinefs, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XXIV. 
FROM   THE   BISHOP   OF   ROCHESTER. 

Paris,  Nov.  23,  1731. 

XT  ou  will  wonder  to  fee  me  in  print ;  but  how  could 

I  avoid  it  ?  The  dead  and  the  living,  my  friends 

and  my  foes,  at  home  and  abroad,  called  upon  me  tq 

fay 

>•  The  Bifhop  of  Rochefter  went  into  exile  the  month  follow- 
ing, and  continued  in  it  till  his  death,  which  happened  at  Paris,  on 
the  fifteenth  day  of  February  in  the  year  1732.  P. 

^  3 
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fay  fomething  ;  and  the  reputation  of  an  *  Illftory  ** 
which  I  and  all  the  world  value,  mud  have  fuftered, 
had  I  continued  filent.  I  have  printed  it  here,  in 
hopes  that  fomebody  may  venture  to  reprint  it  in 
England,  notwithflanding  thofe  two  frightening  words 
at  the  clofc  of'  it.  Whether  that  happens  or  not,  it 
is  fit  you  fliould  have  a  fight  of  it,  who,  I  know,  will 
read  it  with  fome  degree  of  fatisfaclion,  as  it  is  mine, 
though  it  fliould  have  (as  it  really  has)  nothing  elfe  to 
recommend  it.  Such  as  it  is,  Extrcmum  hoc  munus  mo- 
rientis  hahsto  ;  for  that  may  well  be  the  cafe,  confi- 
dering  that  within  a  few  months  I  am  entering  into 
my  feventieth  year  :  after  which,  even  the  healthy 
and  the  happy  cannot  much  depend  upon  life,  and 
will  not,  if  they  are  wife,  much  defire  it.  Whenever 
I  go,  you  will  lofe  a  friend  who  loves  and  values  you 
extremely,  if  in  my  circumfl:ances  I  can  be  faid  to  be 
loft  to  any  one,  when  dead,  more  than  I  am  already 
whilfl  living.     I  expected  to  have  heard  from  you  by 

Mr. 

»  E.  of  Clarendon's.  W. 

•  Dr.  yohn  Burton,  Fellow  of  Eton  College,  publifhcd  a  com- 
plete vindication  of  the  authenticity  of  this  invaluable  Hiftor)*  of 
Claraulon  ;  a  hiftor)'  written  with  almoil  unparalleled  dignity  of 
liylc  and  manner  ;  though  perhaps,  in  fome  inilances,  leaning  to  a 
partiality  for  the  charadter  of  his  unfortunate,  but  unwife,  Mafter. 
It  has  been  very  lately  proved,  that  there  were  fome  omilTions 
made  in  the  Oxford  edition  of  this  Hiilory. 

«  The  Bi(hop's  Name  fct  to  his  \'indication  of  Bi(hop  Smal- 
ridge,  Dr.  Aldrich,  and  himfelf,  from  the  fcandalous  Rcfled^iont 
of  Oldmixon,  rebting  to  the  Publication  of  Lord  Clarendon^ 
llillory.      Paris,    1731,  410.  fuicc  reprinted  in  England.  P. 
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Mr.  Morice,  and  wondered  a  little  that  I  did  not ;  but 
he  owns  himfelf  in  a  fault,  for  not  giving  you  due  no- 
tice of  his  motions.  It  was  not  amifs  that  you  for- 
bore writing,  on  a  head  wherein  I  promifed  more  than 
I  was  able  to  perform.  Difgraced  men  fancy  fome- 
times  that  they  preferve  an  influence,  where,  when 
they  endeavour  to  exert  it,  they  foon  fee  their  mif- 
take.  I  did  fo,  my  good  friend,  and  acknowledge  it 
under  my  hand.  You  founded  the  coaft,  and  found 
out  my  error,  it  feems,  before  I  was  aware  of  it :  but 
enough  on  this  fubjed. 

"What  are  they  doing  in  England  to  the  honour  of 
letters :  and  particularly  what  are  you  doing  ?  Jpfe 
quid  audes  ?  ^a  circumvolitas  agilis  Thyma  ?   Do  you 
purfue  the  Moral  plan  you  marked  out,  and  feemed 
fixteen   months  ago  *  fo  intent  upon  ?  Am  I  to  fee 
it  perfected  ere  I  die,  and  are  you  to  enjoy  the  repu- 
tation of  it  while  you  live  ?  Or  do  you  rather  choofe 
to  leave  the  marks  of  your  friendfhip,  like  the  lega- 
cies of  a  will,  to  be  read  and  enjoyed  only  by  thofe 
who  furvive  you  ?  Were  I  as  near  you  as  I  have  been, 
I  Ihould  hope  to  peep  into  the  manufcript  before  it 
was  finiflied.     But  alas !  there  is,  and  will  ever  pro- 
bably be,  a  great  deal  of  land  and  fea  between  us. 
How  many  books  have  come  out  of  late  in  your  parts, 
which  you  think  I  {liould  be  glad  to  perufe  ?  Name 
them :  The  catalogue,   I  believe,  will   not    coil  you 
much  trouble.     They  muft  be  good  ones  indeed,  to 

chal- 

*    So  that  the  plan  for  the  Effay  on  Man  was  laid,  1729. 
K4 
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challenge  any  part  of  my  time,  now  I  have  fo  little  of 
it  left.  I,  who  fquandered  whole  days  heretofore, 
now  hufband  hours  when  the  glafs  begins  to  run  low, 
and  care  not  to  mifpend  them  on  trifles.  At  the  end 
of  the  Lottery  of  Life,  our  laft  minutes,  Uke  tickets 
left  in  the  wheel,  rife  in  their  valuation  :  They  are 
not  of  fo  much  worth  perhaps  in  themfelves  as  thofe 
which  preceded,  but  we  are  apt  to  prize  them  more, 
and  with  reafon.  I  do  fo,  my  dear  friend,  and  yet 
think  the  moft  precious  minutes  of  my  life  are  well 
employed,  in  reading  what  you  write.  But  this  is  a 
fatisfaftion  I  cannot  much  hope  for,  and  therefore 
muft  betake  myfelf  to  others  lefs  entertaining.  Adieu  ! 
dear  Sir,  and  forgive  me  engaging  with  one,  whom 
you,  I  think,  have  reckoned  among  the  heroes  of  the 
Dunciad.  It  was  neceffary  for  me  either  to  accept  of 
his  dirty  challenge,  or  to  have  fuffered  in  the  eflecm 
of  the  world  by  declining  it. 

My  refpeds  to  your  IMother ;  I  fend  one  of  thefe 
papers  for  Dean  Swift,  if  you  have  an  opportunity, 
and  think  it  worth  while  to  convey  it.  My  Country 
at  this  diflance  feems  to  me  a  R range  fight,  I  know 
nut  how  it  appears  to  you,  who  arc  in  the  midll  of 
the  fcene,  and  yourfelf  a  part  of  it ;  I  wiih  you  would 
tell  me.  You  may  write  fafely  to  Mr.  Morice,  by  the 
honefl:  hand  that  conveys  this,  and  will  return  into 
thefe  parts  before  Chriflmas ;  Iketch  out  a  rough 
draught  of  it,  that  I  may  be  able  to  judge  whether  a 
return  to  it  be  really  eligible,  or  whether  I  fliould  not, 

like 
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like  the  Chemlfl  in  the  bottle,  upon  hearing  Don 
(^evedo*s  account  of  Spain,  defire  to  be  corked  up 
again. 

After  all,  I  do  and  mufl  love  my  country,  with  all 
Its  faults  and  blemiflies ;  even  that  part  of  the  confll- 
tutlon  which  wounded  me  unjuftly,  and  itfelf  through 
my  fide,  fhall  ever  be  dear  to  me.  My  laft  wifh  fhall 
be  like  that  of  father  Paul,  EJlo  perpetua  !  And  when 
I  die  at  a  diflance  from  it,  it  will  be  in  the  fame  man- 
ner as  Virgil  defcrlbes  the  expiring  Peloponnefian, 

Sternitur et  dulces  morlens  reminifcitur  Argos. 

Do  I  ftill  live  In  the  memory  of  my  friends,  as  they 
certainly  do  in  mine  ?  I  have  read  a  good  many  of 
your  paper-fquabbles  about  me,  and  am  glad  to  fee 
fuch  free  conceffions  on  that  head,  though  made  with 
no  view  of  doing  me  a  pleafure,  but  merely  of  load- 
ing another. 

I  am,  etc. 
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LETTER     XXV. 
FROM  THE   BISHOP   OF   ROCHESTER, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  DAUGHTER. 

Montpclier,  Nov.  20,  1729. 

T  AM  not  yet  mafler  enough  of  myfelf,  after  the  late 
wound  I  have  received,  to  open  my  very  heart  to 
you,  and  I  am  not  content  with  lefs  than  that,  when- 
ever I  converfe  with  you.     My  thoughts  are  at  prefent 
vainly,  but  pleafmgly  employed,  on  what  I  have  loft, 
and  can  never  recover.     I  know  well  I  ought,  for 
that  reafon,  to  call  them  off  to  other  fubjecls,  but  hi- 
therto I  have  not  been  able  lo  do  it.    By  giving  them 
the  rein  a  little,  and  fuffering  them  to  fpend  their 
force,  I  hope  in  fome  time  to  check  and  fubdue  them. 
Mullis  fortuna  vuJneribus  perculfus,  huic  uni  me  impa- 
rcmfenfi,  et  pene  fuccuhui.     This  is  weaknefs,  not  wif- 
dom,  I  own ;  and  on  that  account  fitter  to  be  trufted 
to  the  bofom  of  a  friend,  where  I  may  fafely  lodge 
all  my  infirmities.     As  foon  as  my  mind  is  in  fome 
meafure  corredled  and  calmed,  I  will  endeavour  to 
follow  your  advice,  and  turn  it  to  fomething  of  ufc 
and  moment ;  if  I  have  ftill  life  enough  left  to  do 
any  thing  that  is  worth  reading  and  preferving.     In 
the  mean  time  I  fhall  be  plcafcd  to  hear  that  you  pro- 
ceed in  what  you  intend,  without  any  fuch  melan- 
choly inteiruption  as  I  have  met  with.     Your  mind 

is 
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is  as  yet  unbroken  by  age  and  ill  accidents,  your 
knowledge  and  judgment  are  at  the  height :  ufe  them 
in  writing  fomewhat  that  may  teach  the  prefent  and 
future  times,  and  if  not  gain  equally  the  applaufe  of 
both,  may  yet  raife  the  envy  of  the  one,  and  fecure 
the  admiration  of  the  other.  Employ  not  your  pre- 
cious moments,  and  great  talents  on  httle  men  and 
little  things  * ;  but  choofe  a  fubject  every  way  worthy 
of  you,  and  handle  it  as  you  can,  in  a  manner  which 
nobody  elfe  can  equal  or  imitate.  As  for  me,  my 
abilities,  if  I  ever  had  any,  are  not  what  they  were : 
and  yet  I  will  endeavour  to  recollect  and  employ 
them. 

— — gelidus  tardante  fenedla 
Sanguis  hebet,  frigentque  efFoeto  in  corpore  vires. 

However,  I  ihould  be  ingrateful  to  this  place,  if  I  did 
not  own  that  I  have  gained  upon  the  gout  in  the 
fouth  of  France,  much  more  than  I  did  at  Paris : 
though  even  there  I  fenfibly  improved.  I  believe  my 
cure  had  been  perfected,  but  the  earnefl  defire  of 
meeting  One  I  dearly  loved,  called  me  abruptly  to 
Montpelier;  where  after  continuing  two  months, 
under  the  cruel  torture  of  a  fad  and  fruitlefs  expect- 
ation, I  was  forced  at  laft  to  take  a  long  journey  to 
Touloufe ;  and  even  there  I  had  miffed  the  perfon  I 
fought,  had  Ihe  not,  with  great  fpirit  and  courage, 
ventured  all  night  up  the  Garonne  to  fee  me,  which 

fhe 

*  It  is  to  be  wifhed  that  our  Author  had  attended  to  this  judi- 
cious admonition. 
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fhe  above  all  things  defired  to  do  before  flie  died. 
By  that  means  fhe  was  brought  where  I  was,  between 
feven  and  eight  in  the  morning,  and  lived  twenty 
hours  afterwards ;  which  time  was  not  lofl:  on  either 
fide,  but  paflcd  in  fuch  a  manner  as  gave  great  fatif- 
fadion  to  both,  and  fuch  as,  on  her  part,  every  way 
became  her  circumftances  and  character.  For  fhe 
had  her  fenfes  to  the  very  lad  gafp,  and  exerted  them 
to  give  nie,  in  thofe  few  hours,  greater  marks  of 
Duty  and  Love  than  fhe  had  done  in  all  her  life-time, 
though  fhe  had  never  been  wanting  in  either.  The 
laft  words  fhe  faid  to  me  were  the  kindeft  of  all ;  a 
refle(ftion  on  the  goodnefs  of  God,  which  had  allowed 
us  in  this  manner  to  meet  once  more,  before  we 
parted  for  ever.  Not  many  minutes  after  that,  flie 
laid  herfelf  on  her  pillow,  in  a  fleeping  pofture, 
Placidaque  ibl  demum  morte  quievit. 

Judge  you.  Sir,  what  I  felt,  and  flill  feci  on  this  occa- 
fion,  and  fpare  me  the  trouble  of  defcribing  it.  At 
my  age,  under  my  infirmities,  among  utter  ftrangers, 
how  fhall  I  find  out  proper  reliefs  and  fupports  ?  1 
can  have  none,  but  thofe  with  which  Reafon  and  Re- 
ligion furnifli  mc,  and  thofe  I  lay  hold  on,  and  grafp 
as  fafl  as  I  can.  I  hope  that  lie,  who  laid  the  burden 
upon  me  (for  wife  and  good  purpofes  no  doubt),  will 
enable  me  to  bear  it,  in  like  manner,  as  I  have  born 
others  with  fome  degree  of  fortitude  and  firmncfs. 

You  fee  how  ready  I  am  to  relapfe  into  an  argu- 
ment which  I  had  quitted  once  before  in  this  letter. 

I  fhall 


FROM   DR.   ATTERBURY.         141 

I  fhall  probably  again  commit  the  fame  fault,  if  I  con- 
tinue to  write ;  and  therefore  I  flop  fhort  here,  and 
with  all  fmcerity,  affedlion,  and  efteem,  bid  you 
adieu  !    till  we    meet  either  in  this  world,  if  God 

pleafes,  or  elfe  in  another  *. 

I  am,  etc. 

*  His  body  was  brought  to  England,  and  interred  on  May  12, 
1732,  in  his  vault  in  Wellminfter  Abbey :  his  bowels  were  irt  an 
urn  thus  infcribed : 

"  In  hac  urna  depofiti  funt  cineres, 
"  Francisci  Atterbury  Epifcopi  RofFenfis." 

The  infcription  was  intended  to  be  longer,  containing  verv  fc- 
vere  farcafms  on  his  trial  and  banifhment,  and  ending  thus  ; 

"  Cavete  Pofteri  ! 
**  Hoc  Facinus,   confcivit,  aggrefTus  eft,  perpetravit,  (Epifcopo- 
rum  prscipue  fufFragiis  adjutus,)  Robertus  iftc  Walpole, 
"  Quern  nulla  nefciet  Pofteritas  !" 

Ep'ijlohry  Correfpondence,  pubViJhed  hy 
Mr.  Nichols,  vol.  i.  p.  302. 
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MR.     GAY, 

From  the  Year  17 12  to  1732. 


LETTER    I. 

Binfield,  Nov.  15,  1712. 

XT'ou  writ  me  a  very  kind  letter  fome  months  ago, 
and  told  me  you  were  then  upon  the  point  of 
taking  a  journey  into  Devonfliire.  That  hindered  my 
anfwering  you,  and  I  have  fmce  feveral  times  in- 
quired of  you,  without  any  fatisfaftion ;  for  fo  I  call 
the  knowledge  of  your  welfare,  or  of  any  thing  that  con- 
cerns you.  I  paffed  two  months  in  Suflex,  and  lince 
my  return  have  been  again  very  ill.  I  writ  to  Lintot 
in  hopes  of  hearing  of  you,  but  had  no  anfwer  to  that 
point.  Our  friend  Mr.  Cromwell  too  has  been  filent 
all  this  year  :  I  believe  he  has  been  difpleafed  at  fome 
or  other  of  my  freedoms  *,  which  I  very  innocently 
take,  and  mofl  with  thofe  I  think  mofl  my  friends. 

But 

*  We  fee  by  the  letters  to  Mr.  Cromwell,  that  Mr.  Pope  was 
wont  to  rally  him  on  his  turn  for  trifling  and  pedantic  criticifm. 
So  he  loft  his  two  early  friends,  Cromwell  and  Wycherley,  by  his 
zeal  to  corre£l  the  bad  poetry  of  the  one,  and  the  bad  tafte  of  the 
other.  W. 
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But  this  I  know  nothing  of;  perhaps  he  may  have 
opened  to  you:  and  it  I  know  you  right,  you  are 
of  a  temper  to  cement  friendfhips,  and  not  to  di- 
vide them.  I  really  much  love  Mr.  Cromwell,  and 
have  a  true  affeclion  for  yourfelf,  which,  if  I  had  any 
intereft  in  the  world,  or  power  with  thofe  who  have, 
I  fhould  not  be  long  without  manifcfting  to  you.  I 
defire  you  will  not,  either  out  of  modefly,  or  a  vicious 
diflruft  of  another's  value  for  you,  (thofe  two  eternal 
foes  to  merit,)  imagine  that  your  letters  and  converf- 
ation  are  not  always  welcome  to  me.  There  is  no 
man  more  entirely  fond  of  good-nature  or  ingenuity 
than  myfelf,  and  I  have  feen  too  much  of  thofe  qua- 
lities in  you  to  be  any  thing  lefs  than 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     II. 

Dec.  34,  1712. 

TT  has  been  my  good  fortune  within  this  month  paft, 
to  hear  more  things  that  have  pleafed  me  than  (I 
think)  almofl  in  all  my  time  befide.  But  nothing 
upon  my  word  has  been  fo  home  felt  a  fatisfadion  as 
the  news  you  tell  me  of  yOurfelf:  and  you  are  not  in 
the  lead  miflaken,  when  you  congratulate  me  upon 
your  own  good  fuccefs :  for  I  have  more  people  out 
of  whom  to  be  happy,  than  any  ill-natured  man  can 
boafl  of.     I  may  wilh  honcfly  aflirm  to  you,  that  not- 

vvithflanding 
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withftandmg  the  many  inconvenlencies  and  difadvan- 
tages  they  commonly  talk  of  in  the  res  angujia  domi, 
I  have  never  found  any  other,  than  the  inability  of 
giving  people  of  merit  the  only  certain  proof  of  our 
value  for  them,  in  doing  them  fome  real  fervice.  For 
after  all,  if  we  could  but  think  a  little,  felf-love  might 
make  us  philofophers,  and  convince  us  quaniuli  indigct 
Natiira !  Ourfelves  are  eafily  provided  for ;  'tis  no- 
thing but  the  circumftantials,  and  the  Apparatus  or 
equipage  of  human  life,  that  cofts  fo  much  the  fur- 
nilhing.  Only  what  a  luxurious  man  wants  for 
horfes  and  footmen,  a  good-natured  man  wants  for 
his  friends  or  the  indigent. 

I  fhall  fee  you  this  winter  with  much  greater  plea- 
fure  than  I  could  the  lafl ;  and,  I  hope,  as  much  of 
your  time,  as  your  attendance  on  the  Duchefs  "^  will 
allow  you  to  fpare  to  any  friend,  will  not  be  thought 
loft  upon  one  who  is  as  much  fo  as  any  man.  I  muft 
alfo  put  you  in  mind,  though  you  are  now  Secretary 
to  this  Lady,  that  you  are  likewife  Secretary  to  nine 
other  Ladies,  and  are  to  write  fometimes  for  them  too. 
He  who  is  forced  to  live  wholly  upon  thofe  Ladies  fa- 
vours is  indeed  in  as  precarious  a  condition  as  any  He 
who  does  what  Chaucer  fays  for  fuftenance ;  but  they 
are  very  agreeable  companions,  like  other  Ladies, 
when  a  man  only  paffes  a  night  or  fo  with  them  at 

his  leifure,  and  away.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 

*■  Duchefs  of  Monmouth,  to  whom  hq  was  juft  then  made  Se-. 
«retary.  P. 

VOL.  VIII.  L. 
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L  E  T  T  1:  R     in. 


Aug.  23,  1713. 
TUST  as  I  received  yours,  I  was  let  down  to  write  to 
•^  you,  with  Ibnie  ihame  that  I  had  fo  long  deferred  it. 
But  I  can  hardly  repent  my  neglecl:,  when  it  gives  me 
the  knowledge  how  Httle  you  infift  upon  ceremony, 
and  how  much  a  greater  fhare  in  your  memory  I  have, 
than  I  deferve.  I  have  been  near  a  week  in  London, 
where  I  am  Hke  to  remain,  till  I  become,  by  Mr.  Jervas's 
help,  Elc^ans  Formariim  Spc^ator,  I  begin  to  dif- 
cover  beauties  that  were  till  now  imperceptible  to  me. 
Every  corner  of  an  eye,  or  turn  of  a  nofe  or  ear,  the 
fmallell  degree  of  light  or  fliade  on  a  cheek,  or  in  a 
dimple,  have  charms  to  diftrad  me.  I  no  longer  look 
upon  Lord  Plaufible  as  ridiculous,  for  admiring  a. 
Lady*s  fine  tip  of  an  ear  and  pretty  elbow,  (as  the 
Plain  Dealer  has  it,)  but  am  in  fome  danger  even 
from  the  ugly  and  difagreeable,  fmce  they  may  have 
their  retired  beauties,  in  one  trait  or  other  about  them. 
You  may  guefs  in  how  uneafy  a  flate  I  am,  when 
every  day  the  performances  of  others  appear  more 
beautiful  and  excellent,  and  my  own  more  defpi- 
cable.  1  have  thrown  away  three  Dr.  Swifts,  each  of 
which  was  once  my  vanity,  two  Lady  Bridg waters,  a 
Duchefs  of  Montague,  befides  half  a  dozen  Earls,  and 
one  Knight  of  the  Garter.  1  have  crucified  Chrill 
over-again  in  effigie,  and  made  a  Madona  as  old  as 
4  her 
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her  mother  St.  Anne.  Nay,  what  is  yet  more  mira- 
culous, I  have  rivalled  St.  Luke  himfelf  in  painting, 
and  as,  'tis  faid,  an  angel  came  and  finifhed  his  piece, 
fo,  you  would  fwear,  a  devil  put  the  lad  hand  to  mine, 
'tis  fo  begrim'd  and  fmutted.  However  I  comfort 
myfelf  with  a  Chriflian  refledion,  that  I  have  not 
broken  the  commandment,  for  my  piftures  are  not  the 
likenefs  of  any  thing  in  heaven  above,  or  in  earth  be- 
low, or  in  the  water  under  the  earth.  Neither  will 
any  body  adore  or  worfhip  them,  except  the  Indians 
fhould  have  a  fight  of  them,  who,  they  tell  us,  worfhip 
certain  idols  purely  for  their  uglinefs. 

I  am  very  much  recreated  and  refrefhed  with  the 
news  of  the  advancement  of  the  Fan  %  which,  I  doubt 
not,  will  delight  the  eye  and  fenfe  of  the  fair,  as  long 
as  that  agreeable  machine  fhall  play  in  the  hands  of 
pofterity.  I  am  glad  your  fan  is  mounted  fo  foon, 
but  I  would  have  you  varnifh  and  glaze  it  at  your 
leifure,  and  polifh  the  flicks  as  much  as  you  can. 
You  may  then  caufe  it  to  be  borne  in  the  hands  of 
both  fexes,  no  lefs  in  Britain,  than  it  is  in  China ; 
where  it  is  ordinary  for  a  Mandarine  to  fan  himfelf 
cool  after  a  debate,  and  a  Statefman  to  hide  his  face 
with  it  when  he  tells  a  grave  lie. 

I  am,  etc. 

*^  A    Poem  of  Mr.  Gay's,  fo  intitled,  not  very  ftn'king  or  in- 
terefting. 


L  2 
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LETTER     IV. 

Dear  Mr.  Gay,  Sc-pt.  23,  1714. 

TT7F.LCOME  to  your  nativc  foil''!  welcome  to  your 
''  friends!  thrice  welcome  to  me!  whether  re- 
turned in  glory,  bleft  with  court-intereft,  the  love  and 
familiarity  of  the  great,  and  filled  with  agreeable 
hopes  ;  or  melancholy  with  deje£Hon,  contemplative 
of  the  changes  of  fortune,  and  doubtful  for  the  future : 
Whether  returned  a  triumphant  "Whig,  or  a  defpond- 
ing  Tory,  equally  all  hail !  equally  beloved  and  wel- 
come to  me  !  If  happy,  I  am  to  partalce  in  your  eleva- 
tion ;  if  unhappy,  you  have  Itill  a  warm  corner  hi  my 
heart,  and  a  retreat  at  Binfield  in  the  worlt  of  times 
at  your  fervice.  If  you  are  a  Tory,  or  thought  fo  by 
any  man,  I  know  it  can  proceed  from  nothing  but 
your  gratitude  to  a  few  people  who  endeavoured  to 
ferve  you,  and  whofe  politics  were  never  your  con- 
cern. If  you  are  a  ^Vhig,  as  I  rather  hope,  and  as  I 
think,  your  principles  and  mine  (as  brother  poets) 
had  .ever  a  bias  to  the  fide  of  Liberty,  I  know  you 
will  be  an  honell  man,  and  an  inolfenfive  one.  l^pon 
the  whole,  I  know,  you  are  incapable  of  being  fo 
much   of  either   party  as  to   be  good   for   nothing. 

Therefore, 

•*  In  the  beginning  of  this  year  Mr.  Gay  went  over  to  Hanover 
with  the  Earl  of  Clarendon,  who  was  fcnt  thither  by  Q^  Anne. 
On  her  death  they  returned  to  England:  and  it  was  on  this  oc- 
tarion  that  Mr.  Pope  met  him  witli  this  friendly  welcome.        \\'. 
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Therefore,  once  more,  whatever  you  are,  or  in  what- 
ever ftate  you  are,  all  hall ! 

One  or  two  of  your  own  friends  complained  they 
had  heard  nothing  from  you  fmce  the  Queen's  death; 
I  told  them  no  man  living  loved  Mr.  Gay  better  than 
I,  yet  I  had  not  once  written  to  him  in  all  his  voyage. 
This  I  thought  a  convincing  proof,  how  truly  one  maybe 
a  friend  to  another  without  telling  him  fo  every  month. 
But  they  had  reafons  too  themfelves  to  allege  in  your 
excufe ;  as  men  v/ho  really  value  one  another  will 
never  want  fuch  as  make  their  friends  and  themfelves 
eafy.  The  late  univerfal  concern  in  public  affairs 
threw  us  all  into  a  hurry  of  fpirits :  Even  I,  who  am 
more  a  philofopher  than  to  expecl  any  thing  from  any 
Reign,  was  born  away  with  the  current,  and  full  of 
the  expeftation  of  the  Succeflbr ;  During  your  jour- 
neys I  knew  not  whither  to  aim  a  letter  after  you ; 
that  was  a  fort  of  fliooting  flying  :  add  to  this  the  de- 
mand Homer  had  upon  me,  to  write  fifty  verfes  a  day, 
befides  learned  notes,  all  which  are  at  a  conclufion 
for  this  year.  Rejoice  with  me,  O  my  friend  !  that 
my  labour  is  over ;  come  and  make  merry  with  me 
in  much  feafting  :  We  will  feed  among  the  lilies  (by 
the  lilies  I  mean  the  Ladies).  Are  not  the  Rofalinda's 
of  Britain  as  charming  as  the  Bloufalinda's  of  the 
Hague  ?  or  have  the  two  great  Pafloral  Poets  of  our 
nation  renounced  love  at  the  fame  time  ?  for  Philips, 
immortal  Philips,  hath  deferted,  yea,  and  in  a  ruftic 
manner  kicked,  hia  Rofalind.      Dr.  Parnelle  and  I 

L  3  have 
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have  been  infcparable  ever  fince  you  went.  We  are 
now  at  tlie  Bath,  where  (if  you  are  not,  as  I  heartily 
hope,  better  engaged)  your  coming  would  be  the 
greatcfl:  pleafure  to  us  in  the  world.  Talk  not  of 
expences  :  Homer  fhall  fupport  his  children.  I  beg 
a  line  from  you  diredcd  to  the  Poft-houfe  in  Bath. 
Poor  Parnelle  is  in  an  ill  (late  of  health. 

Pardon  me,  if  I  add  a  word  of  advice  in  the  poeti- 
cal way.  Write  fomething  on  the  King,  or  Prince, 
or  Princefs.  On  whatfoever  foot  you  may  be  with 
the  court,  this  can  do  no  harm. — I  fhall  never  know 
where  to  end,  and  am  confounded  in  the  many  things 
I  have  to  fay  to  you,  though  they  all  amount  but  to 
this,  that  I  am  entirely,  as  ever. 

Your,  etc. 


L  E  T  T  E  R     V. 

Loncli)n,  Nov.  S,    1717. 

"T  AM  extremely  glad  to  find  by  a  Letter  of  yours  to 
Mr.  Fortcfcue,  that  you  have  received  one  from 

me;  and  I  beg  you  to  keep  as  the  grcatcll  of  curiofities, 

that  letter  of  mine  which  you  received,  and  I  never 

writ. 

But  the  truth  is,  that  wc  were  made  here  to  expecT; 

you  in  a  Ihort  time,  that  I  was  upon  the  ramble  mod 

part 
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part  of  the  Summer,  and  have  concluded  the  feafon 
in  grief,  for  the  death  of  my  poor  father. 

I  jfhall  not  enter  into  a  detail  of  my  concerns  and 
troubles,  for  two  reafons ;  becaufe  I  am  really  afflitled 
and  need  no  airs  of  grief,  and  becaufe  they  are  not 
the  concerns  and  troubles  of  any  but  myfelf.  But  I 
think  you  (without  too  great  a  compliment)  enough 
my  friend,  to  be  pleafed  to  know  he  died  eafily,  with- 
out a  groan,  or  the  licknefs  of  two  minutes  ;  in  a 
word,  as  filently  and  peacefully  as  he  lived. 
Sic  mihi  contingat  vivere,  ficque  mori  ! 

I  am  not  in  the  humour  to  fay  gay  things,  nor  in 
the  affedation  of  avoiding  them.  I  can't  pretend  to 
entertain  either  Mr.  Pultney  or  you,  as  you  have  done 
both  my  Lord  Burlington  and  me,  by  your  Letter  to 
Mr.  Lowndes  %  I  am  only  forry  you  have  no  greater 
quarrel  to  Mr.  Lowndes,  and  wilh  you  paid  fome  hun- 
dreds a  year  to  the  land-tax.  That  gentleman  is  lately 
become  an  inoffenfive  perfon  to  me  too ;  fo  that  we 
may  join  heartily  in  our  addrefles  to  him,  and  (like 
true  patriots)  rejoice  in  all  that  good  done  to  the  na- 
tion and  government,  to  which  we  contribute  nothing 
ourfelves. 

I  fhould  not  forget  to  acknowledge  your  letter  fent 
from  Aix ;  you  told  me  then  that  writing  was  not 

good 

*  A  Poem  intitled,  To  my  Ingenious  and  ivorthy  friend  IV. 
Loiundes,  Efq;  Author  of  that  celebrated  treaiife  in  Folio,  called 
the  Land-Tax  Bill. 

L  4 
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good  with  the  waters,  and  I  find  fince,  you  are  of  my 
opinion,  tliat  *tis  as  bad  without  the  waters.  But,  I 
fancy,  it  is  not  writing  but  thinking,  that  is  fo  bad 
with  the  waters ;  and  then  you  might  write  without 
any  manner  of  prejudice,  if  you  write  like  our  bro- 
ther Poets  of  thefe  days. 

The  Duchefs,  Lord  Warwick,  Lord  Stanhope, 
Mrs.  Bellenden,  Mrs.  Lepell,  and  I  can't  tell  who  elfe, 
had  your  Letters  :  Dr.  Arbuthnot  and  I  expeft  to  be 
treated  like  friends.  I  would  fend  my  fervices  to 
Mr.  Pultney,  but  that  he  is  out  of  favour  at  court ; 
and  make  fomc  compliment  to  Mrs.  Pultney,  if 
flie  were  not  a  Whig.  My  Lord  Burlington  tells 
me  fhe  has  as  much  out-(hined  all  the  French  ladies, 
as  file  did  the  Englifti  before :  I  am  forry  for  it, 
becaufe  it  will  be  detrimental  to  our  holy  religion,  if 
heretical  women  fhould  eclipfe  thofe  Nuns  and  ortho- 
dox Beauties,  in  whofe  eyes  alone  he  all  the  hopes  we 
can  have,  of  gaining  fuch  fine  gentlemen  as  you  to 
our  church. 

Your,  etc. 

I  wifli  you  joy  of  the  birth  of  the  young  prince, 
becaufe  he  is  the  only  prince  we  have,  from  whom 
you  have  had  no  expedations  and  no  difappointments. 
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LETTER    VI. 
FROM  MR.   GAY  TO  MR.  F— . 

Stanton-Harcomt,  Aug.  9,  1718. 

r-pHE  only  news  that  you  can  exped  to  have  from 
me  here,  Is  news  from  heaven;  for  I  am  quite 
out  of  the  world,  and  there  is  fcarce  any  thing  that  can 
reach  me  except  the  noife  of  thunder,  which  undoubt- 
edly you  have  heard  too.  We  have  read  in  old  au- 
thors of  high  towers  levelled  by  it  to  the  ground, 
while  the  humble  valleys  have  efcaped :  The  only 
thing  that  is  proof  againft  it  is  the  laurel,  which, 
however,  I  take  to  be  no  great  fecurity  to  the  brains 
of  modern  authors.  But  to  let  you  fee  that  the  con- 
trary to  this  often  happens,  I  muft  acquaint  you,  that 
the  highefl  and  mod  extravagant  heap  of  towers  in 
the  univerfe,  which  is  in  this  neighbourhood,  ftand 
ftill  undefaced,  while  a  cock  of  barley  in  our  next 
field  has  been  confumed  to  afhes.  Would  to  God 
that  this  heap  of  barley  had  been  all  that  had  perifli- 
ed !  for  unhappily  beneath  this  little  fhelter  fat  two 
much  more  conftant  Lovers  than  ever  were  found  in 
Romance  under  the  fhade  of  a  beech-tree.  John 
Hewet  was  a  well-fet  man  of  about  five  and  twenty, 
Sarah  Drew  might  be  rather  called  comely  than 
beautiful,  and  was  about  the  fame  age.     They  had 

pafled 
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puffed  through  *  the  various  labours  of  the  vcar  to- 
gether, with  the  greatell  fatisfat^ion  ;  if  fhe  milk'J, 
'twas  his  morning  and  evening  care,  to  bring  the 
cows  to  her  hand  ;  it  was  but  hifl:  fair  that  he  bought 
lier  a  prefent  of  green  filk  for  her  flraw  hat,  and  the 
pofie  on  her  filver  ring  was  of  his  chufing.  Their 
love  was  tlie  talk  of  the  whole  neighbourhood  ;  for 
fcandal  never  afTirmcd,  that  they  had  any  other  views 
than  the  lawful  polfelhon  of  each  other  in  marriage. 
It  was  that  very  morning  that  he  had  obtained  the 
confent  of  her  parents,  and  it  was  but  till  the  next 
week  that  they  were  to  wait  to  be  happy.  Perhaps 
in  the  intervals  of  their  work  they  were  n(nv  talking 
of  the  wedding  cloaths,  and  John  was  fuiting  feveral 
forts  of  poppies  and  field  flowers  to  her  complexion, 
to  chufe  her  a  knot  for  the  wedding-day.  While  they 
were  thus  bufied,  (it  was  on  the  laff  of  July  be- 
tween two  and  three  in  the  afternoon,)  the  clouds 
grew  black,  and  fuch  a  florm  of  lightning  and  thunder 
enfued,  that  all  the  labourers  made  the  beft  of  their 
way  to  what  fliclter  the  trees  and  hedges  afforded. 
Sarah  was  frightened,  and  fell  down  in  a  fwoon  on  a 
heap  of  barley.  John,  who  never  feparated  from  her, 
fat  down  by  her  fide,  having  raked  together  two  or 
three  heaps,  the  better  to  fecure  her  from  the  florm. 
Immetliately  there  was  heard  fo  loud  a  crack,  as  if 

heaven 

*  The  fate  of  thcfe  unfortunate  Lovers  is  made  the  fuhjcCt  of  a 
pathetic  Epifode  in  Thomfon's  Summer,  line  1170. 
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heaven  had  fpllt  afunder ;  every  one  was  now  follicl- 
tous  for  the  fafety  of  his  neighbour,  and  called  to  one 
another  throughout  the  field  :  No  anfwer  being  re- 
turned to  thofe  who  called  to  our  Lovers,  they  ftept 
to  the  place  where  they  lay ;  they  perceived  the  bar- 
ley all  in  a  fmoke,  and  then  fpied  this  faithful  pair  : 
John  with  one  arm  about  Sarah's  neck,  and  the  other 
held  over  her,  as  to  fcreen  her  from  the  lightning. 
They  were  ftruck  dead,  and  fliffened  in  this  tender 
pofture.  Sarah's  left  eye-brow  was  fmged,  and  there 
appeared  a  black  fpot  on  her  breafl :  her  lover  was  all 
over  black,  but  not  the  lead  figns  of  life  were  found 
in  either.  Attended  by  their  melancholy  compa- 
nions, they  were  conveyed  to  the  town,  and  the  next 
day  were  interred  in  Stanton-Har court  Church-yard. 
My  Lord  Harcourt,  at  Mr.  Pope's  and  my  requefl, 
has  caufed  a  ftone  to  be  placed  over  them,  upon  con- 
dition that  we  furnifhed  the  Epitaph,  which  is  as 
follows : 

When  eaftern  lovers  feed  the  fun'ral  fire. 
On  the  fame  pile  the  faithful  pair  expire : 
Here  pitying  Heav'n  that  virtue  mutual  found. 
And  blafted  both,  that  it  might  neither  wound. 
Hearts  fo  fincere  th'  Almighty  faw  well  pleas'd. 
Sent  his  own  lightning,  and  the  vidlims  feized. 

But  my  Lord  is  apprehenfive  the  country  peo- 
ple will  not  underftand  this,  and  Mr.  Pope  fays 
he'll    make    one   with   fomething    of   Scripture   in 

it. 
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it,   and   with   as   little  of  poetry   as    Hopkins    and 
Sternhold  *". 

Your,  etc. 

'  The  Epitaph  was  this  : 

Near  this  place  h'c  the  bodies  of 
John    Hewet   and    Mary   Drew, 

an  indiiftrioiis  young  Man 

and  Virtuous  Maiden  of  this  Parifh  ; 

Who  being  at  Harveft-Work 

(With  feveral  others) 

were  in  one  inftant  killed  by  Lightning  ^ 

the  laft  day  of  July  17 18. 

Think  not,  by  rig'rous  Judgment  ftiz'd, 

A  pair  fo  faithful  could  expire  ; 
Victims  fo  pure  Hcav'n  faw  well  picas'd, 

And  fnateh'd  them  in  celeftial  fire. 

Live  well,  and  fear  no  fudden  fate  ; 

When  God  calls  Virtue  to  the  grave, 
Ah'ke  'tis  julh'ce  foon  or  late, 

Mercy  alike  to  kill  or  fave. 

Virtue  unmov'd  can  hear  the  call. 
And  face  the  flafh  that  melts  the  ball. 
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LETTER     VIL 

Dear  Gay,  September  II,  1722. 

■T  THANK  you  for  remembering  me  ;  I  would  do  my 
beft  to  forget  myfelf,  but  that  I  find  your  idea  is 
fo  clofely  connefted  to  me,  that  I  mufl  forget  both 
together,  or  neither.  I  am  forry  I  could  not  have  a 
glimpfe  cither  of  you  or  of  the  Sun  (your  father) 
before  you  went  for  Bath :  but  now  it  pleafes  me  to 
fee  him,  and  hear  of  you.  Pray  put  Mr.  Congreve  in 
mind  that  he  has  one  on  this  fide  of  the  world  who 
loves  him ;  and  that  there  are  more  men  and  women 
in  the  univerfe  than  Mr.  Gay  and  my  Lady  Duchefs  *. 
There  are  ladies  in  and  about  Richmond,  that  pretend 
to  value  him  and  yourfelf ;  and  one  of  them  at  lead 
may  be  thought  to  do  it  without  alfedation,  namely 
Mrs.  Howard. 

Pray  confult  with  Dr.  Arbuthnot  and  Dr.  Cheyne, 
to  what  exad  pitch  your  belly  may  be  fuffered  to 
fwell,  not  to  outgrow  theirs,  who  are,  yet,  your  bet- 
ters. Tell  Dr.  Arbuthnot  that  even  pigeon-pies  and 
hogs-puddings  are  thought  dangerous  by  our  go- 
vernors ;  for  thofe  that  have  been  fent  to  the  Bifhop 
of  Rochefter  are  opened  and  prophanely  pried  into 
at  the  Tower :  'tis  the  firft  time  dead  pigeons  have 
been  fufpected  of  carrying  intelligence.     To  be  feri- 

ous, 
^  That  is  of  Marlborough. 
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ous,  you  and  Mr.  Congreve  and  the  Doctor  will  be 
fenliblc  of  my  concern  and  furprize  at  his  commit- 
ment, vvhofe  welfare  is  as  much  my  concern  as  any 
friend's  I  have.  I  think  myfclf  a  mofl  unfortunate 
wretch  :  I  no  fooner  love,  and,  upon  knowledge,  fix 
my  efteem  to  any  man ;  but  he  either  dies,  like  Mr. 
Craggs,  or  is  fent  to  imprifonment,  like  the  Bifliop. 
God  fend  him  as  well  as  I  wifli  him,  manifeft  him  to 
be  as  innocent  as  I  believe,  and  make  all  his  enemies 
know  him  as  well  as  I  do,  that  they  may  think  of 
him  as  well ! 

If  you  apprehend  this  period  to  be  of  any  danger 
in  being  addrefled  to  you,  tell  Mr.  Congreve  or  the 
Dodor,  it  is  writ  to  them.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VIII. 

July  13,  1722. 

T  WAS  very  much  plcafed,  not  to  fay  obliged,  by  your 
kind  letter,  which  fufficiently  warmed  my  heart  to 
have  anfwered  it  fooner,  had  I  not  been  deceived  (a 
way  one  often  is  deceived)  by  hearkening  to  women ; 
who  told  me  that  both  Lady  Burlington  and  yourfelf 
were  immediately  to  return  from  Tunbridge,  and  that 
my  Lord  was  gone  to  bring  you  back.     The  world 

furni  flies 
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furnifhes  us  with  too  many  examples  of  what  you 
complain  of  in  yours,  and,  I  alTure  you,  none  of 
them  touch  and  grieve  me  fo  much  as  what  relates  to 
you.  I  think  your  fentiments  upon  it  are  the  very 
fame  I  fhould  entertain :  I  wifh  thofe  we  call  great 
men  had  the  fame  notions,  but  they  are  really  the 
moft  little  creatures  in  the  world ;  and  the  moil  in- 
terefted,  in  all  but  one  point,  which  is,  that  they  want 
judgment  ^  to  know  their  greateft  intereft,  to  encou- 
rage and  choofe  honeft  men  for  their  friends. 

I  have  not  once  feen  the  perfon  you  complain  of, 
whom  I  have  of  late  thought  to  be,  as  the  Apoftle  ad- 
moniiheth,  one  flefli  with  his  wife. 

Pray  make  my  fmcere  compliments  to  Lord  Bur- 
lington, whom  I  have  long  known  to  have  a  ftronger 
bent  of  mind  to  be  all  that  is  good  and  honourable, 
than  almoft  any  one  of  his  rank. 

I  have  not  forgot  yours  to  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
though  I  hope  to  have  fpeedily  a  fuller  opportunity, 
he  returning  for  Flanders  and  France  next  month. 

Mrs.  Howard  has  writ  you  fomething  or  other  in  a 
letter,  which,  fhe  fays,  flie  repents.  She  has  as  much 
good  nature  as  if  fhe  had  never  feen  any  ill  nature, 
and  had  been  bred  among  lambs  and  turtle-doves, 
inflead  of  Princes  and  court-ladies. 

By  the  end  of  this  week,  Mr.  Fortefcue  will  pafs  a 
few  days  with  me  :  we  fliall  remember  you  in  our 

potations, 

^  Inftead  of — that  they  want  judgment^  propriety  of  expreiTion 
requires,  he  fliould  h;ive  faid — then  where  they  in  ant  judgment.  W. 
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potations,  and  wilh  you  a  iiiher  with  us,  on  my  jrrafs- 
plat.  In  the  mean  time  we  wilh  you  fucccfs  as  a  lilher 
of  women  at  the  Weils,  a  rejoicer  of  the  comfortlcfs 
and  widow,  and  a  play -fellow  of  the  maiden.     1  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     IX. 

September  r  i,  1722. 

I  THINK  it  obliging  in  you  to  defire  an  account  of 
my  health.  The  truth  is,  I  have  never  been  in  a 
worfe  ftate  in  my  life,  and  find  whatever  I  have  tried 
as  a  remedy  fo  ineffcdlual,  that  I  give  myfelf  entirely 
over.  I  wifh  your  health  may  be  fet  pcrfedly  right 
by  the  waters :  and  be  affured,  I  not  only  wifli  that, 
and  every  thing  elfe  for  you,  as  common  friends  wifli, 
but  with  a  zeal  not  nfual  among  thofe  wc  call  fo.  I 
am  always  glad  to  hear  of  and  from  you  ;  always 
glad  to  fee  you,  whatever  accidents  or  amufements 
have  intervened  to  make  me  do  either  lefs  than  ufual. 
1  not  only  frequently  think  of  you,  but  conftantly  do 
my  beft  to  make  others  do  it,  by  mentioning  you  to 
all  your  acquaintance.  I  defire  you  to  do  the  fame 
for  me  to  thofe  you  are  now  with  :  do  me  what  you 
think  jullice  in  regard  to  thofe  who  are  my  friends, 
and  if  there  are  any  whom  I  have  unwillingly  de- 
ferved  fo  little  of  as  to  be  my  enemies,  I  don't  defire 

you 
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you  to  forfeit  their  opinion  or  your  own  judgment  in 

any  cafe.     Let  time  convince  thofe  who  know  me 

not,  that  I  am  an  inoffenfive  perfon  ;  though  (to  fay 

truth)  I  don't  care  how  little  I  am  indebted  to  time, 

for  the  world  is  hardly  worth  living  in,  at  leaft  to  one 

that  is  never  to  have  health  a  week  together.     I  have 

been   made  to  exped  Dr.  Arbuthnot  in  town  this 

fortnight,  or  elfe  I  had  written  to  him.     If  he,  by 

never  writing  to  me,  feems  to  forget  me,  I  confider  I 

do  the  fame  feemingly  to  him,  and  yet  I  don't  believe 

he  has  a  more  fincere  friend  in  the  world  than  I  am : 

therefore  I  will  think  him  minei     I  am  his,  Mr.  Con* 

greve's,  and 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     X. 

FAITHFULLY  alTure  you,  in  the  midfl  of  that  me- 
lancholy with  which  I  have  been  fo  long  encom- 
paiTed,  in  an  hourly  expeftation  almofl  of  my  Mo- 
ther's death ;  there  was  no  circumftance  that  ren- 
dered it  more  unfupportable  to  me,  than  that  I  could 
not  leave  her  to  fee  you.  Your  own  prefent  efcape 
from  fo  imminent  danger  I  pray  God  may  prove  lefs 
precarious  than  my  poor  Mother's  can  be  j  whofe  life 
at  beft  can  be  but  a  Ihort  reprieve,  or  a  longer  dying. 
But  I  fear  even  that  is  more  than  God  will  pleafe  to 
grant  me ;  for  thefe  two  days  paft,  her  mod  dan- 
voL.  VIII.  M  gerous 
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j^crous  fymptoms  arc  returned  upon  her  ;  and,  unlef^ 
there  be  a  fudden  change,  I  mufl,  in  a  few  days,  if 
not  in  a  few  hours,  be  deprived  of  her.  In  the  af- 
lliding  profpecl  before  me,  I  know  nothing  that  can 
fo  much  alleviate  it  as  the  view  now  given  me  (Hea- 
ven grant  it  may  increafe!)  of  your  recovery.  In  the 
fmcerity  of  my  heart,  I  am  excellively  concerned,  not 
to  be  able  to  pay  you,  dear  Gay,  any  part  of  the  debt, 
I  very  gratefully  remember,  I  owe  you  on  a  like  fad 
occafion,  when  you  was  here  comforting  me  in  her 
laft  great  illncfs.  May  your  health  augment  as  fafl 
as,  I  fear,  hers  muil  decline  I  I  believe  that  would 
be  very  fad. — May  the  life  that  is  added  to  you  be 
pafled  in  good  fortune  and  tranquiUity,  rather  of 
your  own  giving  to  yourfelf,  than  from  any  expect- 
ations or  truft  in  others !  May  you  and  I  live  toge- 
ther, without  wifhing  more  felicity  or  acquifitions 
than  Fricndfliip  can  give  and  receive  without  obliga- 
tions to  Greatnefs !  God  keep  you,  and  three  or  four 
more  of  thofe  I  have  known  as  long,  that  I  may  have 
fomething  worth  the  furviving  my  Mother  !  Adieu, 
dear  Gav,  and  believe  mc  (while  you  live  and  while  I 

live) 

Your,  etc. 

As  1  tola  vou  in  my  lafl  letter,  I  repeat  it  in  this : 
Do  not  think  of  writing  to  me.  The  Doctor,  Mrs. 
Howard,  and  Mrs.  Blount  give  me  daily  accounts  of 

vciu- 
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LETTER    XI. 

Sunday  Night. 

T  TRULY  rejoice  to  fee  your  hand-writing,  though 
I  feared  the  trouble  it  might  give  you.  I  wifli 
I  had  not  known  that  you  are  ftill  fo  exceflively 
weak.  Every  day  for  a  week  paft  I  had  hopes 
of  being  able  in  a  day  or  two  more  to  fee  you.  But 
my  Mother  advances  not  at  all,  gains  no  ftrength, 
and  feems  but  upon  the  whole  to  wait  for  the  next 
cold  day  to  throw  her  into  a  Diarrhoea,  that  muft,  if 
It  return,  carry  her  off.  This  being  daily  to  be  feared, 
makes  me  not  dare  to  go  a  day  from  her,  left  that 
Ihould  prove  to  be  her  laft.  God  fend  you  a  fpeedy  re- 
covery, and  fuch  a  total  one  as,  at  your  time  of  life, 
may  be  expefted.  You  need  not  call  the  few  words 
I  write  to  you,  either  kind  or  good  ;  that  was,  and  is, 
nothing.  But  whatever  I  have  in  my  nature  of  klnd- 
nefs,  I  really  have  for  you,  and  whatever  good  I  could 
do,  I  would,  among  the  very  firft,  be  glad  to  do  to 
you.     In  your  circumftance  the  old  Roman  farewel  is 

proper,  Vive  ?}ie?}wr  mjir'u 

Your,  etc. 

I  fend  you  a  very  kind  letter  of  Mr.  Digby,  between 
whom  and  me  two  letters  have  paiTed  concerning 
vou. 
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LETTER     XII. 

-iw  TO  words  can  tell  you  the  great  concern  I  feel  for 
you  ;  I  afTurc  you  it  was  not,  and  is  not  leflened, 
by  the  immediate  apprchcnfion  I  have  now  every  day 
Iain  under  of  lofmg  my  Mother.  Be  aflured,  no 
duty  lefs  than  that  fhould  have  kept  me  one  day  from 
attending  your  condition :  I  would  come  and  take  a 
room  by  you  at  Hampftead,  to  be  with  you  daily^ 
were  flie  not  flill  in  danger  of  death.  I  have  con- 
flantly  had  particular  accounts  of  you  from  the  Doc- 
tor, which  have  not  ceafcd  to  alarm  me  yet.  God 
preferve  your  life,  and  reflore  your  health !  I  really 
beg  it  for  my  own  fake,  for  I  feel  I  love  you  more 
than  I  thought  in  health,  though  I  always  loved  you 
a  great  deal.  If  I  am  fo  unfortunate  as  to  bury  my 
poor  Mother,  and  yet  have  the  good  fortune  to  have 
my  prayers  heard  for  you,  I  hope  we  may  live  mofl 
of  our  remaining  days  together.  If,  as  I  believe,  the 
air  of  a  better  clime,  as  the  fouthern  part  of  France, 
may  be  thought  ufeful  for  your  recovery,  thither  I 
would  go  with  you  infallibly ;  and  it  is  very  probable 
we  might  get  the  Dean  with  us,  who  is  in  that  aban- 
doned (late  already  in  which  I  lliall  fhortly  be,  as  to 
other  cares  and  duties.  Dear  Ciay,  be  as  chearful  as 
your  fufferings  will  permit  :  God  is  a  better  friend 
than  a  Court :  even  any  honefl;  man  is  a  better.     1 

promife 
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promife  you  my  entire  frlendfliip  In  all  events,  heartily 
praying  for  your  recovery. 

Your,  etc. 

Do  not  write  If  you  are  ever  fo  able :  the  Dodor 
tells  me  all. 


LETTER     XIII. 

T  AM  glad  to  hear  of  the  progrefs  of  your  recovery, 
and  the  oftener  I  hear  It,  the  better,  when  It  be- 
comes eafy  to  you  to  give  It  me.  I  fo  well  remember 
the  confolatlon  you  were  to  me  in  my  Mother's 
former  Illnefs,  that  It  doubles  my  concern  at  this  time 
not  to  be  able  to  be  with  you,  or  you  able  to  be  with 
me.  Had  I  loft  her,  I  would  have  been  no  where 
elfe  but  with  you  during  your  confinement.  I  have 
now  paifed  five  weeks  without  once  going  from  home, 
and  without  any  company  but  for  three  or  four  of 
the  days.  Friends  rarely  ftretch  their  kindnefs  fo  far 
as  ten  miles.  My  Lord  BoHngbroke  and  Mr.  Bethel 
have  not  forgotten  to  vifit  me :  the  reft  (except  Mrs. 
Blount  once)  were  contented  to  fend  melTages.  I 
never  paffed  fo  melancholy  a  time,  and  now  Mr. 
Congreve's  death*  touches  me  nearly.  It  was  twenty 

years 

*   Our  Authoi-'s  great  regard  for  Congreve  appears  from   his 
having  dedicated  to  him,  in  preference  to  any  great  Patron,  his 

M  3  tranflation 
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years  and  more  that  I  have  known  him  :  Every  year 
carries  away  fomething  dear  with  it,  till  we  outlive  all 
tendenicfles,  and  become  wretched  individuals  again 
as  we  begun.  Adieu  !  This  is  my  birth-day,  and  thi^ 
is  my  reflcdion  upon  it. 

With  added  days  it  life  give  notliing  new, 
But,  like  a  Sieve,  let  ev'ry  Pleafure  through ; 
Some  Joy  Hill  loft,  as  each  vain  Year  runs  o'er. 
And  all  we  gain,  fome  fad  Refle£lion  more  ! 
Is  tliis  a  Birtli-day  ? — 'Tis,  alas!  too  clear, 
'lis  but  the  Fun'ral  of  another  Year. 

Your,  Sec. 


tranflation  of  the  Iliad.  One  of  the  moft  fingular  clrcumftances  in 
the  life  of  Congreve  is,  his  having  been  able  to  wTite  fiich  a  comedy 
as  the  Old  Bachelor^  at  the  age  of  nineteen.  Dr.  Johnfon  accounts 
for  this  extraordinary  phasnomenon  in  the  hlftory  of  Literature,  by 
faying  it  might  be  done  by  a  mind  vigorous  and  acute,  ■AwAfurmJhed 
with  comic  charafters  by  the  perufal  of  other  poets,  'without  much 
aclual  commerce  with  mankind.  And  then  he  after\vards  adds,  in 
diredt  and  palpable  contradiction  of  this  aflertion,  "  that  he  is  an 
orh'  :j!  v.-riter,  who  borrowed  neither  the  models  of  his  plots,  nor 
the  manner  of  his  dialogue."  The  inexhauftcd  and  improper  fu- 
perabundance  of  his  wit,  on  all  fubjects  and  occafions,  and  in  all 
characflers,  (for  'Jeremy  is  as  witty  as  his  Mafter,  Valentine,)  has 
been  too  often  obfen-ed  to  be  here  mentioned.  The  Mourning 
Bride  has  been  magnified,  beyond  its  merits,  by  Lord  Kaims  ; 
and  Dr.  Johiifon  has  drained  an  encomium  on  afpeech  of  yi/meria, 
in  this  tragedy,  fo  hi.;h,  as  to  fay,  that  a  more  poetical  paragraph 
cannot  be  fclecled  from  the  whole  mafs  of  Engllih  Poetry.  One 
pafTage  in  this  fpcech  mud  be  noticed  for  its  affetlation:  She  fays, 
"  The  Temple  in  which  thcfecne  lies,  is  fo  folemn  and  awful,  that 
it  lool-s  tranquillity."  How  different  in  ityle  and  manner,  are  the 
brilliant  failles  in  Congrcve's  comedies,  from  the  purity,  jujlnrfs^ 
and    truth   of  Terence,  and  the    Drumv.tr ! 
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LETTER     XIV. 
TO   THE    HONOURABLE   MRS. 

June  20. 

"«  T  7E  cannot  omit  taldng  this  occafion  to  congratu- 
late you  upon  the  encreafe  of  your  family,  for 
your  cow  is  this  morning  very  happily  dehvered  of  the 
better  fort,  I  mean  a  female  calf;  {he  is  as  like  her 
mother  as  fhe  can  flare.     All  Knights  Errants  PaL 
freys  were  diftinguilhed  by  lofty  names ;  we  fee  no 
reafon  why  a  Paftoral  Lady's  flieep  and  calves  Ihould 
want  names  of  the  fofter  founds :  we  have  therefore 
given  her  the  name  of  Casfar's  wife,  Calfurnia  :  ima- 
gining, that  as  Romulus  and  Remus  were  fuckled  by 
a  wolf,  this  Roman  Lady  was  fuckled  by  a  cow,  from 
whence  Ihe  took  that  name.     In  order  to  celebrate 
this  birth-day,  we  had  a  cold  dinner  at  Marble-hill ''. 
Mrs.  Sufan  offered  us  wine  upon  the  occafion,  and 
upon  fuch  an  occafion  we  could  not  refufe  it.     Our 
entertainment  confifted  of  flefli  and  fifli,  and  the  let- 
tuce of  a  Greek  ifland  called  Cos.     We  have  fome 
thoughts  of  dining  there  to-morrow,  to  celebrate  the 
day  after  the  birth-day,  and  on  Friday  to  celebrate 
the  day  after  that,  where  we  intend  to  entertain  Dean 
Swift ;  becaufe  we  think  your  hall  the  moft  delightful 
room  in  the  world,  except  that  where  you  are.     If  it 

was 

^  Mrs.  Howard's  houfe.  W, 
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was  not  for  you,  we  would  forfwear  all  Courts ;  and 
really  it  is  the  mod  mortifying  thing  in  nature,  that 
we  can  neither  get  into  the  Court  to  live  with  you, 
nor  you  get  into  the  country  to  live  with  us ;  fo  we 
will  take  up  with  what  we  can  get  that  belongs  to 
you,  and  make  ourfclvcs  as  happy  as  we  can  in  your 
houfe. 

I  hope  we  fliall  be  brought  into  no  worfe  com- 
pany, when  you  all  come  to  Richmond  :  for  what- 
ever our  friend  Gay  may  wifh  as  to  getting  into 
Court,  I  difclaim  it,  and  defire  to  fee  nothing  of  the 
Court  but  yourfelf,  being  wholly  and  folely 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XV. 

July  2  1. 

'vrou  have  the  fame  jfhare  in  my  memory  that  good 
things  generally  have ;  I  always  know  (when- 
ever I  refleft)  that  you  fhould  be  in  my  mind  ;  only 
I  reflect  too  feldom.  However,  you  ought  to  allow 
me  the  indulgence  I  allow  all  my  friends  (and  if  I  did 
not,  they  would  take  it)  in  confideration  that  they 
have  other  avocations,  which  may  prevent  (he  proofs 
of  their  remembering  me,  though  they  preferv^e  for  me 
all  the  fricndfhip  and  good-will  which  I  deferve  from 
them.     In  like  manner  I  expect  from  you,  that  my 

pad 
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pafl  life  of  twenty  years  may  be  fet  againft  the  omlf- 
fion  of  (perhaps)  one  month :  and  if  you  complain 
of  this  to  any  other,  'tis  you  are  in  the  fpleen,  and 
not  I  in  the  wrong.  If  you  think  this  letter  fplenetic, 
confider  I  have  jufl  received  the  news  of  the  death  of 
a  friend,  whom  I  efteemed  almoft  as  many  years  as 
you  ;  poor  Fenton.  He  died  at  Eafthamflead  *,  of  in- 
dolence 

*   On  occafion   of  his  death,  our  Author  wrote  the  following 
Letter   to  Mr.  Broome.,   at  PulhatUy  Norfolk,  which   is  here  in- 
ferted,  becaufe  it  contains  fome  curious  particulars  : 
*'  Dear  Sir, 

**  I  intended  to  write  to  you  on  this  melancholy  fubjed:,  the  deatK 
of  Mr.  Fenton,  before  yrs  came  ;  but  ftay'd  to  have  informed  my- 
felf  &  you  of  y^  circumftances  of  it.  All  I  hear  is,  that  he  felt  a 
Gradual  Decay,  though  fo  early  in  Life,  &  was  declining  for  5  or 
6  months.  It  was  not,  as  I  apprehended,  the  Gout  in  his  Sto- 
mach, but  I  beli<;ve  rather  a  Complication  fii-ft  of  Grofs  Hu- 
mors, as  he  was  naturally  corpulent,  not  difcharging  themfclves, 
as  he  ufed  no  fort  of  Exercife.  No  man  better  bore  y^  ap- 
proaches of  his  Diflblution  (as  I  am  told)  or  with  lefs  often- 
tation  yielded  up  his  Being.  The  great  Modeily  w'^''  you  know 
was  natural  to  him,  and  y=  great  Contempt  he  had  for  all  Sorts  of 
Vanity  &  Parade,  never  appear'd  more  than  in  his  laft  moments : 
He  had  a  confcious  Satisfaftion  (no  doubt)  in  afting  right,  in  feel- 
ing himfelf  honeft,  true,  &  unpretending  to  more  than  was  his 
own.  So  he  dyed,  as  he  lived,  with  that  fecret,  yet  fufficient, 
Contentment. 

"  As  to  any  Papers  left  behind  him,  I  dare  fay  they  can  be  but  few; 
for  this  reafon,  He  never  wrote  out  of  Vanity,  or  thought  much 
of  the  Applaufe  of  Men.  I  know  an  Inilance  where  he  did  his 
utmoft  to  conceal  his  own  merit  that  way  ;  and  if  Ave  join  to  this 
his  natural  Love  of  Eafe,  I  fancy  we  mufl  expeft  little  of  this 
fort :  at  leaft  I  hear  of  none  except  fome  few  further  remarks  on 
Waller,  (w^'^  his  cautious  integrity  made  him  leave  an  order  to  be 
given  to  Mr.  Tonfon,)  and  perhaps,  tho'  'tis  many  years  fince 
I  faw  it,  a  Tranllation  of  y=  firll  Book  of  Oppian.  He  had 
begun  a  Tragedy  of  Dion,  but  made  fmall  progrefs  in  it. 

"  As 
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Uolence  and  inadivity  ;  let  it  not  be  your  fate,  but 
ufe  exercifc.     I  hope  the  Duchcfs  '  \vill  take  care  of 
you  in  this  refpcd,  and  either  make  you  gallop  after 
her,  or  tcize  you  cnou|Q;h  at  home  to  ferve  inftead  of 
cxcrcife  abroad.     Mrs.  Howard  is  fo  concerned  about 
you,  and  fo  angry  at  me  for  not  writing  to  you,  and 
at  Mrs.   Blount  for  not  doing  the  fame,  that  1  am 
piqued  with  jealoufy  and  envy  at  you,  and  hate  you 
as  much  as  if  you  had  a  great  place  at  court  •,  which 
you  will  confefs  a  proper  caufe  of  envy  and  hatred, 
in  any  Poet  militant  or  un-penfioned.     But  to  fet 
matters  even,  I  own  I  love  you ;  and  o\\ti,  1  am,  as 
I  ever  was,  and  juft  as  I  ever  (hall  be. 

Your,  etc. 

"  As  to  his  other  affairs,  he  died  poor,  but  honeft,  leaving  no 
dcbtv  or  legacies  ;  except  of  a  few  p"**  to  Mr.  Trumbull  and 
my  Lady,  in  token  of  refpcdt,  gratefulnefs,  &  mutual  efteem. 

"  I  fliall  with  pleafure  take  upon  me  to  draw  this  amiable,  quiet, 
deferving,  unpretending,  Chriftian  and  Philofophical  character,  in 
His  Epitaph.  There  Truth  may  be  fpoken  in  a  few  words ;  as 
for  Flourifli,  &  Oratory,  &;  Poetry,  I  leave  them  to  younger 
and  more  lively  Writers,  fuch  as  love  writing  for  writing  fake,  5c 
w^  rather  (how  their  own  fine  Parts,  y"  Report  the  valuable  ones 
of  any  other  man.     So  the  Elegy  I  renounce. 

"  I  condtile  with  you  from  my  heart,on  the  lofs  of  fo  worthy  a 
man,  and  a  Friend  to  us  both.  Now  he  is  gone,  I  muft  tell  you 
he  has  done  you  many  a  good  office,  &  fet  your  charafter  in  y* 
faircft  light,  to  fome  who  either  millook  you,  or  knew  you  not. 
I  doubt  not  he  has  done  the  fame  for  me. 

"  Adieu  :  Let  us  love  his  Memor)-,  and  profit  by'his  example, 
am  very  fincerely,  dear  Sir, 

♦*  Your  affcftionate 

*'  5:  real  Servant, 
Aug.  2(/^  1730.  "  A.  POPE." 

'  Of  Qiiccnlbcrn-.  \V. 
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LETTER     XVI. 

Dear  Sir,  oa.  6,  1727. 

T  HAVE  many  years  ago  magnified  in  my  own  mind, 

and  repeated  to  you,  a  ninth  Beatitude,  added  to 
tlie  eighth  in  the  Scripture ;  "  Blefled  is  he  who  ex- 
'*  pedis  nothing,  for  he  (hall  never  be  difappointed." 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  congratulate  you  on  this 
happy  difiniffion  from  all  Court  dependance ;  I  dare 
fay  I  fliall  find  you  the  better  and  the  honefter  man 
for  it  many  years  hence  ;  very  probably  the  health- 
fuller  and  the  chearfuller  into  the  bargain.  You  are 
happily  rid  of  many  curfed  ceremonies,  as  well  as  of 
many  ill  and  vicious  Habits,  of  which  few  or  no  men 
efcape  the  infedion,  who  are  hackneyed  and  tramelled 
in  the  ways  of  a  court.  Princes  indeed,  and  Peers 
(the  lackies  of  Princes),  and  Ladies  (the  fools  of  Peers), 
will  fmile  on  you  the  lefs  j  but  men  of  worth,  and 
real  friends,  will  look  on  you  the  better.  There  is  a 
thing,  the  only  thing  which  Kings  and  Queens  can- 
not give  you,  (for  they  have  it  not  to  give,)  Liberty, 
and  which  is  worth  all  they  have  ;  which,  as  yet,  I 
thank  God,  Englifhmen  need  not  afk  from  their 
hands.  You  will  enjoy  that,  and  your  own  integrity, 
and  the  fatisfadlory  confcioufnefs  of  having  not  merited 
fuch  graces  from  courts  as  are  bellowed  only  on  the 
mean,  fervile,  flattering,  interefled,  and  undeferving. 

The 
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The  only  fleps  to  the  favour  *  of  the  Great  are  fuch 
complacencies,  fuch  compliances,  fuch  dillant  de- 
corums, as  delude  them  in  their  vanities,  or  engage 
them  in  their  paflions.  He  is  their  greatefb  favourite! 
who  is  the  falfelt ;  and  when  a  man  by  fuch  vile 
gradations,  arrives  at  the  height  of  grandeur  and 
power,  he  is  then  at  beil  but  in  a  circumftance  to  be 
hated,  and  in  a  condition  to  be  hanged,  for  ferving 
Itheir  ends :   fo  many  a  Minifter  has  found  it ! 

I  believe  you  did  not  want  advice  in  the  letter  you 
fent  by  my  Lord  Grantham  j  I  prefume  you  writ 
it  not,   without :    and  you    could  not  have  better, 

if 

♦  Is  the  pitlure  of  Minlllcrs  and  Courtiers  and  Great  Men, 
drawn  by  the  maflerly  hand  of  a  perfon  of  much  experience  and 
obfervation,  Mad.  Maintenon,  faithful  and  true  ? 

*'  Je  ne  fuis  point  portce  a  la  deliance,  &  j'aurois  vecu  long-temps 
fans  croire  les  homnies  aufll  mauvais  qu'on  les  dit ;  mais  la  Cour 
change  les  meilleurs.  Prcfque  tous  noyent  leurs  parens  &:  Icur 
amis  pour  dire  un  mot  de  plus  au  Roi,  &  pour  lui  montrer  qu'ils 
lui  facrifient  tout.  Ce  pays  ell  effroyable,  il  n'y  a  point  de  ttte 
qui  n'y  toume.  Enfin  les  hommes  font  tres  mal  dans  mon  efprit, 
&  je  ne  regarde  pas  les  femmes.  Ccpendant  je  regois  la  compagnic  ; 
&  quelle  compagnie  !  Je  fuis  obfedce  ou  de  femmes  que  je  meprife, 
ou  d'hommes  qui  ne  m'aiment  point.  Je  vois,  j'entends  des  chofcs 
qui  me  deplaifent,  ou  qui  m'indignenl.  Je  m'obferve  fans  ceffe 
pour  retenir  mon  impatience,  &  pour  empccher  qu'on  ne  s'appcr- 
^oivc  que  je  la  retitns.  Nous  avons  des  affaffuiats  de  fang  froid,  des 
envies  fans  fiijtt,  des  rages,  des  trahifons  fans  refrentimens,  des 
avarices  infatiabks,  des  d^fefpoirs  au  mclieu  du  bonhciu",  des  baf- 
fcffes,  qu'on  couvre  du  nom  de  grandeur  d'amc.  Je  me  tais,  je 
ii'y  puis  penfer  fans  cmportcmcnt." 

-|-  Tliis  fatire  is  carried  to  cxcefs.  The  Great,  as  they  are 
called,  are  neither  fo  bad  or  fo  good,  as  they  are  ufually  repre- 
fcnted  to  be. 
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if  I  guefs  right  at  the  perfon  who  agreed  to  your  do- 
ing it,  in  refpecl  to  any  Decency  you  ought  to  ob- 
ferve  :  for  I  take  that  perfon  to  be  a  perfect  judge  of 
decencies  and  forms.  I  am  not  without  fears  even 
on  that  perfon's  account :  I  think  it  a  bad  omen : 
but  what  have  I  to  do  with  Court-omens  ? — Dear 
Gay,  adieu.  I  can  only  add  a  plain  uncourtly  fpeech  : 
While  you  are  nobody's  fervant,  you  may  be  any 
one's  friend ;  and,  as  fuch,  I  embrace  you,  in  all 
conditions  of  life.  While  I  have  a  fhilling,  you  fhall 
have  fix-pence,  nay  eight-pence,  if  I  can  contrive  to 
live  upon  a  groat.     I  am  faithfully 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XVII. 

MR.    GAY   TO  MR.   POPE. 

Aug.  2,  1728. 
5>-pwAs  two  or  three  weeks  ago  that  I  writ  you  a 
letter ;  I  might  indeed  have  done  it  fooner ;  I 
thought  of  you  every  pofl-day  upon  that  account,  and 
every  other  day  upon  fome  account  or  other.  I  mull 
beg  you  to  give  Mrs.  B.  my  fincere  thanks  for  her 
kind  way  of  thinking  of  me,  which  I  have  heard  of 
more  than  once  from  our  friend  at  court,  who  feemed, 
in  the  letter  ihe  writ,  to  be  in  high  health  and  fpirits. 

Confidering 
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Confidering  the  multiplicity  of  pleafures  and  delights: 
that  one  is  over-run  with  in  thofe  places,  I  wonder 
how  any  body  hath  health  and  fpirit  enough  to  fup- 
port  them :  I  am  heartily  glad  fhe  has,  and  when- 
ever I  hear  fo,  I  find  it  contributes  to  mine.  You 
fee  I  am  not  free  from  depcndance,  though  I  have 
lefs  attendance  than  I  had  formerly  ;  for  a  great  deal 
of  my  own  welfare  ftill  depends  upon  hers.  Is  the 
widow's  houfc  to  be  difpofed  of  yet  ?  I  have  not 
given  up  my  pretenfions  to  the  Dean  :  if  it  was  to  be 
parted  with,  I  wifh  one  of  us  had  it ;  I  hope  you  wifh 
fo  too,  and  that  Mrs.  Blount  and  Mrs.  Howard  wifh 
the  fame,  and  for  the  very  fame  reafon  that  I  wifh  it. 
All  I  could  hear  of  you  of  late  hath  been  by  adver- 
tifements  in  news-papers,  by  which  one  would  think 
the  race  of  Curls  was  multiplied  ;  and  by  the  indig- 
nation fuch  fellows  fhow  againfl  you,  that  you  have 
more  merit  than  any  body  alive  could  have.  Homer 
himfelf  hath  not  been  worfe  ufed  by  the  French. 
I  am  to  tell  you  that  the  Duchefs  makes  you  her 
compUments,  and  is  always  inclined  to  like  any  thing 
you  do  ;  that  Mr.  Congreve  admires,  with  mc,  your 
fortitude ;  and  loves,  not  envies,  your  performance ; 
for  we  are  not  Dunces.     Adieu. 
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April  18,  1730. 

TF  my  friendfhip  were  as  efFeclual  at  It  is  fincere, 
you  would  be  one  of  thofe  people  who  would  be 
vaftly  advantaged  and  enriched  by  It.  I  ever  honoured 
thofe  Popes  who  were  mod  famous  for  Nepotifm,  'tis 
a  fign  that  the  old  fellows  loved  Somebody,  which  is 
not  ufual  In  fuch  advanced  years.  And  I  now  honour 
Sir  Robert  Walpole  for  his  extenfive  bounty  and 
goodnefs  to  his  private  friends  and  relations.  But  it 
vexes  me  to  the  heart  when  I  refle£t,  that  my  frlend- 
/hlp  is  fo  much  lefs  eifeclual  than  theirs ;  nay  fo 
utterly  ufelefs  that  it  cannot  give  you  any  thing,  not 
even  a  dinner  at  this  diftance,  nor  help  the  General, 
whom  I  greatly  love,  to  catch  one  fifli.  My  only  confo- 
latlon  is  to  think  you  happier  than  myfelf,  and  to  begin 
to  envy  you,  which  is  next  to  hating  you  (an  excellent 
remedy  for  love).  How  comes  It  that  Providence 
has  been  fo  unkind  to  me,  (who  am  a  greater  objeft 
of  compafTion  than  any  fat  man  alive,)  that  I  am  forced 
to  drink  wine,  while  you  riot  in  water,  prepared  with 
oranges  by  the  hand  of  the  Duchefs  of  Queenfberry  ? 
that  I  am  condemned  to  live  by  a  highway  fide,  like 
an  old  Patriarch,  receiving  all  guefls,  where  my  por- 
tico (as  Virgil  has  it) 

Mane  falutantum  totis  vomit  Jtdibus  undam, 

while 
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while  voii  arc  wrapt  into  the  Idalian  Groves,  fpriiikleJ 
with  rofe-water,  and  live  in  burrage,  balm,  and  bur- 
net,  up  to  the  chin,  with  the  Duchefs  of  Queenflierry? 
that  I  am  doomed  to  the  drudgery  of  dining  at  court 
with  the  ladies  in  waiting  at  Windfor,  while  you  are 
happily  banifhed  with  the  Duchefs  of  Qucenfberry  ? 
So  partial  is  fortune  in  her  difpenfations !  for  I  dc- 
ferved  ten  times  more  to  be  baniflicd  than  you,  and  I 
know  feme  Ladies  who  merit  it  better  than  even  her 
Grace.  After  this  I  mufl  not  name  any,  who  dare  do 
fo  much  for  you  as  to  fend  you  their  fervices.  But 
one  there  is,  who  exhorts  me  often  to  write  to  you, 
I  fuppofe,  to  prevent  or  excufe  her  not  doing  it  her- 
felf ;  Ihe  feems  (for  that  is  all  I'll  fay  for  a  courtier) 
to  wifh  you  mighty  well.  Another,  who  is  no  cour- 
tier, frequently  mentions  you,  and  does  certainly  wifli 
you  well. — I  fancy,  after  all,  they  both  do  fo. 

1  writ  to  Mr.  Fortefcue,  and  told  him  the  pains 
you  took  to  fee  him.  The  Dean  is  well ;  I  have  had 
many  accounts  of  him  from  Irifli  evidence,  but  only 
two  letters  thefe  four  months,  in  both  which  you  are 
mentioned  kindly  :  he  is  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  do- 
ing I  know  not  what,  with  I  know  not  whom.  Mr. 
Cleland  always  fpeaks  of  you :  he  is  at  Tunbridgc, 
wondering  at  the  fuperior  carnivoracity  of  our  friend  : 
he  plays  now  with  the  old  Duchefs,  nay  dines  with 
her,  after  flie  has  won  all  his  money.  Other  news  I 
know  not,  but  that  Counfellor  Bickford  has  hurt 
himfelf,  and  has  the  ftrongefl  walking-flalV  I  ever 

faw. 
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faw.  He  intends  fpeedily  to  make  you  a  vifit  with  it 
at  Amefbury.  I  am  my  Lord  Duke's,  my  Lady 
Duchefs*s,  Mr.  Dormer's,  General  Dormer's,  and 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XIX. 

Sept.  II,  1730. 
T  MAY  with  great  truth  return  your  fpeech,  that  I 

think  of  you  daily  ;  oftener  indeed  than  is  con- 
fiftent  with  the  character  of  a  reafonable  man,  who  is 
rather  to  make  himfelf  eafy  with  the  things  and  men 
that  are  about  him,  than  uneafy  for  thofe  which  he 
wants.  And  you,  whofe  abfence  is  in  a  manner  per- 
petual to  me,  ought  rather  to  be  remembered  as  a 
good  man  gone,  than  breathed  after  as  one  living. 
You  are  taken  from  us  here  to  be  laid  up  in  a  more 
blefled  ftate  with  fpirits  of  a  higher  kind :  fuch  I 
reckon  his  Grace  and  her  Grace,  fmce  their  banifh- 
ment  from  an  earthly  court  to  a  heavenly  one,  in  each 
other  and  their  friends ;  for,  I  conclude,  none  but  true 
friends  will  confort  or  aflbciate  with  them  afterwards. 
I  can't  but  look  upon  myfelf  (fo  unworthy  as  a  man 
of  Twit'nam  feems,  to  be  ranked  with  fuch  re6lified 
and  fublimated  beings  as  you)  as  a  feparated  fpirit  too 
from  Courts  and  courtly  fopperies.  But,  I  own,  not 
altogether  fo  divefted  of  terrene  matter,  not  altoge- 

voL.  viiL  N  ther 
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ther  fo  fpiiitualizcd,  as  to  be  worthy  of  adml/Hon  to 
your  depths  of  retirement  and  contentment.  I  am 
tugged  back  to  the  world  and  its  regards  too  often  ; 
and  no  wonder,  when  my  retreat  is  but  ten  miles  from 
the  Capital.  I  am  within  ear-fliot  of  reports,  within 
the  vortex  of  lies  and  cenfures.  I  hear  fometimes  of 
the  lampooners  of  beauty,  the  calumniators  of  virtue, 
the  jokers  at  reafon  and  religion.  I  prefume  thefe  are 
creatures  and  things  as  unknown  to  you,  as  we  of 
this  dirty  orb  are  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  planet 
Jupiter ;  except  a  few  fervent  prayers  reach  you  on 
the  wings  of  the  poft,  from  two  or  three  of  your 
zealous  votaries  at  this  diftance  ;  as  one  Mrs.  H.  who 
lifts  up  her  heart  now  and  then  to  you,  from  the 
midfl:  of  the  Colluvies  and  fmk  of  human  greatnefs 
at  W r ;  one  Mrs.  B.  that  fancies  you  may  re- 
member her  while  you  lived  in  your  mortal  and  too 
tranfitory  (late  at  Peterfliam ;  one  Lord  B.  who  ad- 
mired the  Duchefs  before  fhe  grew  a  Goddefs ;  and 
a  few  others. 

To  defcend  now  to  tell  you  what  are  our  want<, 
our  complaints,  and  our  miferies  here;  I  muft  ferioufly 
fay,  the  lofs  of  any  one  good  woman  is  too  great  to 
be  born  eafily :  and  poor  Mrs.  Rollinfon,  though  a 
private  woman,  was  fuch.  Her  hufband  is  gone  into 
Oxfordfliirc  very  melancholy,  and  thence  to  the  Bath, 
to  live  on,  fur  fuch  is  our  fate,  and  duty.  Adieu.  Write 
to  me  as  often  as  you  will,  and  (to  encourage  you) 
I  vill  write  as  feldom  as  if  you  did  not.      Believe  me 

Your,  etc. 
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Dear  Sir,  Oftober  i,  1730. 

T  AM  fomething  like  the  fun  at  this  feafon,  withdraw- 
ing from  the  world,  but  meaning  it  mighty  well, 
and  refolving  to  fhine  whenever  I  can  again.  But  I 
fear  the  clouds  of  a  long  winter  will  overcome  me  to 
fuch  a  degree,  that  any  body  will  take  a  farthing  can- 
dle for  a  better  guide,  and  more  ferviceable  compa- 
nion. My  friends  may  remember  my  brighter  days, 
but  will  think  (like  the  Irilhman)  that  the  moon  is  a 
better  thing  when  once  I  am  gone.  I  don't  fay  this 
with  any  allufion  to  my  poetical  capacity  as  a  fon  of 
Apollo,  but  in  my  companionable  one,  (if  you'll  fuffer 
me  to  ufe  a  phrafe  of  the  Earl  of  Clarendon's,)  for  I 
fhall  fee  or  be  feen  of  few  of  you  this  winter.  I  am 
grown  too  faint  to  do  any  good,  or  to  give  any  plea- 
fure.  I  not  only,  as  Dryden  finely  fays,  feel  my 
notes  decay  as  a  poet,  but  feel  my  fpirits  flag  as  a 
companion,  and  fhall  return  again  to  where  I  firft 
began,  my  books.  I  have  been  putting  my  library 
in  order,  and  enlarging  the  chimney  in  it,  with  equal 
intention  to  Avarm  my  mind  and  body  (if  I  can)  to 
fome  life.  A  friend  (a  woman  friend,  God  help 
me  !)  with  whom  I  have  fpent  three  or  four  hours  a 
day  thefe  fifteen  years,  advifed  me  to  pafs  more  time 
in  my  ftudies :  I  reflected,  Ihe  mufl  have  found  fome 
reafon  for  this  admonition,  and  concluded  flie  would 

N  2  complete 
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complete  all  her  kindnefTes  to  me  by  returning  me  to 
the  employment  1  am  littefl  for  ;  converfation  with 
the  dead,  the  old,  and  the  worm-eaten. 

Judge  therefore  if  I  might  not  treat  you  as  a  bea- 
tified fpirit,  comparing  your  life  with  my  flupld 
flate.  For  as  to  my  living  at  Windfor  with  the  la- 
dies, etc.  it  is  all  a  dream ;  I  was  there  but  two 
nights,  and  all  the  day  out  of  that  company.  I  fliall 
certainly  make  as  little  court  to  others  as  they  do  to 
me ;  and  that  will  be  none  at  all.  My  Fair-weather 
friends  of  the  fummer  are  going  away  for  London, 
and  I  fhall  fee  them  and  the  butterflies  together,  if 
I  live  till  next  year ;  which  I  would  not  defire  to  do, 
if  it  were  only  for  their  fakes.  But  we  that  are 
writers,  ought  to  love  pofterity,  that  poflerity  may 
love  us ;  and  I  would  willingly  live  to  fee  the  chil- 
dren of  the  prefent  race,  merely  in  hope  they  may  be 

a  little  wifer  than  their  Parents. 

I  am,  etc. 


L  E  1'  T  E  R     XXL 

TT  is  true,  that  I  write  to  you  very  fcldom,  and 
have  no  pretence  of  writing  which  fatisfies  me,  be- 
caufe  I  have  nothing  to  fay  that  can  give  you  much 
pleafure :  only  merely  that  I  am  in  being,  which  in 
truth  is  of  little  confequence  to  one  from  whofe  con- 
verfation 
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verfation  I  am  cut  off  by  fuch  accidents  or  engage- 
ments as  feparate  us.  I  continue,  and  ever  fhall,  to 
wifh  you  all  good  and  happinefs :  I  wifli  that  fome 
lucky  event  might  fet  you  in  a  ftate  of  eafe  and  inde- 
pendency all  at  once  !  And  that  I  might  live  to  fee  you 
as  haf>py  as  this  (illy  world  and  fortune  can  make 
any  one.  Are  we  never  to  live  together  more,  as  once 
we  did  ?  I  find  my  life  ebbing  apace,  and  my  affec- 
tions flrengthening  as  my  age  encreafes ;  not  that  I 
am  worfe,  but  better,  in  my  health  than  lafl  winter  ; 
but  my  mind  finds  no  amendment  nor  improvement, 
nor  fupport  to  lean  upon,  from  thofe  about  me :  and 
fo  I  find  myfelf  leaving  the  world,  as  fafl  as  it  leaves 
me.  Companions  I  have  enough,  friends  few,  and 
thofe  too  warm  in  the  concerns  of  the  world,  for  me 
to  bear  pace  with ;  or  elfe  fo  divided  from  me,  that 
they  are  but  like  the  dead  whofe  remembrance  I  hold 
in  honour.  Nature,  temper,  and  habit  from  my 
youtli  made  me  have  but  one  ftrong  defire  ;  all  other 
ambitions,  my  perfon,  education,  conftitution,  reli- 
gion, etc.  confpired  to  remove  far  from  me.  That 
defire  was,  to  fix  and  preferve  a  few  lafling,  depend- 
able friendfhips  :  and  the  accidents  which  have  dif- 
appointed  me  in  it,  have  put  a  period  to  all  my  aims. 
So  I  am  funk  into  an  idlenefs,  which  makes  me  nei- 
ther care  nor  labour  to  be  noticed  by  the  reft  of  man- 
kind ;  I  propofe  no  rewards  to  myfelf,  and  why 
fhould  I  take  any  fort  of  pains  ?  Here  I  fit  and  Heap, 
and  probably  here  I  fhall  fleep  till  I  fleep  for  ever,  like 

N  3  the 
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the  old  man  of  Verona.  I  hear  of  what  pafles  in  the 
bufy  world  with  fo  little  attention,  that  I  forget  it  the 
next  day ;  and  as  to  the  learned  world,  there  is  no- 
thing pafles  in  it.  I  have  no  more  to  add,  but  that  I 
am,  with  the  fame  truth  as  ever. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XXIL 

OAober  23,  1730. 

•TTOUR  letter  is  a  very  kind  one*, but  I  can't  fay  fo 
pleafing  to  me  as  many  of  yours  have  been, 
through  the  account  you  give  of  the  dejection  of 
your  fpirits.  I  wifh  the  too  conftant  ufe  of  water  does 
not  contribute  to  it ;  I  find  Dr.  Arbuthnot  and  ano- 
ther very  knowing  phyfician  of  that  opinion.  I  alfo 
wifti  you  were  not  fo  totally  immerfed  in  the  country; 
I  hope  your  return  to  town  will  be  a  prevalent  remedy 
againft  the  evil  of  too  much  recollection.  I  wifh  it 
partly  for  my  own  fake.  We  have  Hved  little  toge- 
ther of  late,  and  we  want  to  be  phyficians  for  one 
another.  It  is  a  remedy  that  agreed  very  well  with 
us  both,  for  many  years,  and  I  ftincy  our  confl:itutions 
would  mend  upon  the  old  medicine  of  Studiorum  Si- 

7mUtudo, 

*  In  all  this  corrcfpondcncc  with  Gay,  there  appears  to  be  a 
vein  of  more  natural  fentiments,  and  cafy  unafTcftcd  language, 
than  in  moll  of  his  other  Lctten^. 
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miUitido^  etc.     I  believe  we  both  of  us  want  whetting ; 
there  are  feveral  here  who  will  do  you  that  good 
office,  merely  for  the  love  of  wit,  which  feems  to  be 
bidding  the  town  a  long  and  lad  adieu.     I  can  tell 
you  of  no  one  thing  worth  reading,  or  feeing ;  the 
whole  age  feems  refolved  to  juftify  the  Dunciad,  and 
it  may  ftand  for  a  public  Epitaph  or  monumental  In- 
fcription  like  that  at  Thermopylae,  on  a  whole  people 
perijhed!  There  may  indeed  be  a  Wooden  image  or 
two  of  Poetry  fet  up,  to  prefer ve  the  memory  that 
there  once   were   bards    in  Britain  j    and  (like  the 
Giants  in  Guildhall)  fhew  the  bulk  and  bad  tafle  of 
our   anceftors :    at   prefent   the  poor  Laureat  ^  and 
Stephen  Duck  ferve  for  this  purpofe ;  a  drunken  fot 
of  a  Par/on  holds  forth  the  emblem  of  Jnfpiration,  and 
an  honed  induftrious  Threjher  not  unaptly  reprefents 
Pains  and  Labour.      I   hope   this  Phsenomenon  of 
Wiltfhire  has  appeared  at  Amefbury,  or  the  Duchefs 
will  be  thought  infenfible  to  all  bright  qualities  and 
exalted  geniufes,  in  court  and  country  alike.     But  he 
is  a  harmlefs  man,  and  therefore  I  am  glad. 

This  is  all  the  news  talked  of  at  Court,  but  it  will 
pleafe  you  better  to  hear  that  Mrs.  Howard  talks  of 
you,  though  not  in  the  fame  breath  with  the  Trefher, 
as  they  do  of  me.  By  the  way,  have  you  feen  or 
cojiverfed  with  Mr.  Chubb,  who  is  a  wonderful  phe- 
nomenon of  Wiltfhire  *  ?  I  have  read  through  his 

whole 

*  Eiifden.  '  W. 

*  He  was  a  glover  at  Salifbury.  How  came  the  Commentator 
to  imagine  that  the  City  fet  him  up  to  rival  Locke  ? 

N  4 
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whole  volume  ^  with  athniration  of  the  writer ;  though 
not  always  with  approbation  of  the  doflrine.  I  have 
pad  jufl  three  days  in  London  in  four  months,  two  at 
Windfor,  half  an  one  at  Richmond,  and  have  not 
taken  one  excurfion  into  any  other  country.  Judge 
now  whether  I  can  live  in  my  library.  Adieu.  Live 
mindful  of  one  of  your  firfl  friends,  who  will  be  fo 
till  the  laft.  Mrs.  Blount  deferves  your  remem- 
brance, for  fhe  never  forgets  you,  and  wants  nothing 
of  being  a  friend  '. 

I  beg  the  Duke's  and  her  Grace's  acceptance  of  my 
fervices :  the  contentment  you  exprefs  in  their  com- 
pany pleafes  me,  though  it  be  the  bar  to  my  own,  in 
dividing  you  from  us.     I  am  ever,  very  truly, 

Your,  etc. 

•^  This  was  his  quarto  Volume,  wTJtten  before  he  had  given  any 
figns  of  thefe  extravagancies,  which  have  fince  rendered  his  name 
fo  noted.  As  the  Court  fet  up  Mr.  Dud  for  the  ri\'al  of  Mr. 
Pope,  the  City  at  tlie  fame  time  confidered  Chubby  as  one  who 
^vould  eclipfe  Locke.  The  modtfty  of  the  Court  Poet  kept  him 
fober  in  the  very  intoxicating  fituation,  while  the  vanity  of  this 
ncw-fanglcd  Philofopher  affiiled  his  fage  admirers  in  turning  his 
head.  W. 

'  Alluding  to  thofe  lines  in  the  Epifl.  on  the  Charaders  of 
Women  y 

*'  With  cvVy  plcafing,  cv'ry  prudent  part, 

•'  Say,  what  can  Ckloe  want : — She  wants  a  heart.        W. 
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0£lober  2,  1732. 
^iR  Clem.  Cottrel  tells  me  you  will  fhortly  come  to 
town.  We  begin  to  want  comfort  in  a  few  friends 
about  us,  while  the  winds  whiflle,  and  the  waters 
roar.  The  fun  gives  us  a  parting  look,  but  'tis  a 
cold  one ;  we  are  ready  to  change  thofe  diftant  fa- 
vours of  a  lofty  beauty,  for  a  grofs  material  fire  that 
warms  and  comforts  more.  I  wiih  you  could  be  here 
till  your  family  come  to  town :  you'll  live  more  in- 
nocently, and  kill  fewer  harmlefs  creatures,  nay  none, 
except  by  your  proper  deputy,  the  butcher.  It  is  fit 
for  confcience  fake,  that  you  fhould  come  to  town, 
and  that  the  Duchefs  Ihould  flay  in  the  country, 
where  no  innocents  of  another  fpecies  may  fuffer  bv 
her.  I  hope  fhe  never  goes  to  church :  the  Duke 
fhould  lock  you  both  up,  and  lefs  harm  would  be 
done.  I  advife  you  to  make  man  your  game,  hunt 
and  beat  about  here  for  Coxcombs,  and  trufs  up 
Rogues  in  Satire  :  I  fancy  they'll  turn  to  a  good  ac- 
count, if  you  can  produce  them  frefh,  or  make  them 
keep  :  and  their  relations  will  come,  and  buy  their 
bodies  of  you. 

The  death  of  Wilks  leaves  Cibber  without  a  col- 
league, abfolute  and  perpetual  dictator  of  the  ftage, 
though  indeed  while  he  lived  he  was  but  as  Bibulus 
to  Ca^far.     However,  ambition  finds  fomething  to  be 

gratified 
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gratified  with  in  a  mere  name ;  or  elfc,  God  have 
mercy  upon  poor  ambition !  Here  is  a  dead  vacation 
at  prefent,  no  politics  at  Court,  no  trade  in  town,  no- 
thing flirring  but  poetry.  Every  man,  and  every 
boy,  is  writing  verfcs  on  the  Royal  Hermitage  :  I 
hear  the  Queen  is  at  a  lofs  which  to  prefer  :  but  for 
my  o\vn  part  I  Hke  none  fo  well  as  Mr.  Poyntz's  in 
Latin.  You  would  oblige  my  Lady  Suffolk  if  you 
tried  your  Mufe  on  this  occafion.  I  am  fure  I  would 
do  as  much  for  the  Duchefs  of  Queenfberry,  if  flie 
defired  it.  Several  of  your  friends  affure  me  it  is  ex- 
peded  from  you :  one  fhould  not  bear  in  mind,  all 
one's  life,  any  little  indignity  one  receives  from  a 
Court  J  and  therefore  I  am  m  hopes,  neither  her 
Grace  will  hinder  you,  nor  you  decline  it. 

The  Volume  of  ]\Iifcellanies  is  juft  publiflied,  which 
concludes  all  our  fooleries  of  that  kind.  All  your 
friends  remember  you,  and,  I  affure  you,  no  one 
more  than 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XXIV. 
FROM   MR,   GAY    TO   MR.   POPE. 

Oftober  7,  1732. 

■r  AM  at  lafl  returned  from,  my  Somerfetfhire  expe- 
dition, but  fmce  my  return  I  cannot  fo  much  boaft 
of  my  health  as  before  I  went,  for  I  am  frequently 
out  of  order  with  my  colical  complaints,  fo  as  to 
make  me  uneafy  and  difpirited,  though  not  to  any 
violent  degree.  The  reception  we  met  with,  and  the 
little  excurfions  we  made,  were  every  way  agreeable. 
I  think  the  country  abounds  with  beautiful  profpe6ls. 
Sir  William  Wyndham  is  at  prefent  amufmg  himfelf 
with  fome  real  improvements,  and  a  great  many  vi- 
fionary  caftles.  We  are  often  entertained  with  fea- 
views,  and  fea-fiih,  and  were  at  fome  places  in  the 
neighbourhood,  among  which  I  was  mightily  pleafed 
with  Dunfter  Caftle,  near  Minehead.  It  flands  upon 
a  great  eminence,  and  hath  a  profpeft  of  that  town, 
with  an  extenfive  view  of  the  Briflol  channel,  in  which 
are  feen  two  fmall  Illands  called  the  Steep  Holms  and 
Flat  Holms,  and  on  t'other  fide  we  could  plainly  dif- 
tinguifh  the  divifions  of  fields  in  the  Welfh  coaft.  All 
this  journey  I  performed  on  horfeback,  and  I  am  very 
much  difappointed  that  at  prefent  I  feel  myfelf  fo 
little  the  better  for  it.  I  have  indeed  followed  riding 
and  exercife  for  three  months  fucceflively,  and  really 
think  I  was  as  well  without  it  j  fo  that  I  begin  to  fear 

the 
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the  illncTs  I  have  [o  long  and  fo  often  complained  of, 
is  inherent  in  my  conllitution,  and  that  I  have  no- 
thing for  it  but  patience". 

As  to  your  advice  about  writing  Panegyric  *,  *tii; 
what  I  have  not  frequently  done.  I  have  indeed  done 
it  fometimes  againfl:  my  judgment  and  inclinations, 
and  I  heartily  repent  of  it.  And  at  prefent,  as  I 
have  no  defire  of  reward,  and  fee  no  jufl  reafon  of 
praife,  I  think  I  had  better  let  it  alone.  There  are 
flatterers  good  enough  to  be  found,  and  I  would  not 
interfere  in  any  Gentleman's  profeflion.  I  have  feen 
no  verfes  on  thefe  fublime  occafions :  fo  that  I  have 
no  emulation  :  let  the  patrons  enjoy  the  authors, 
and  the  authors  their  patrons,  for  I  know  myfelf  un- 
worthy. 

I  am,  etc. 

""  Mr.  Gay  died  the  November  following,  at  the  Duke  of 
Qiieenfberry's  hoiifc  in  London,  aged  46  years.  P. 

*  Gaj'y  we  fee,  would  not  take  tlie  advice  his  friend  gave  him 
to  write  fome  Panegyric.  I  think  the  Duchefs  of  Queenfberry 
diffuaded  him  from  doing  it,  and  that  fhe  was  not  plcafed  with  one 
of  the  lail  paragraplis  of  the  preceding  Letter. 

What  more  mortifying  than  to  fee  the  abjetS  flattery  into 
which  even  men  of  genius  and  talents  have  fometimes  defcended  ! 
While  Louis  XIV.  was  one  day  fhewing  his  gardens  at  Marly  to 
Cardinal  de  Polignac,  they  were  overtaken  in  their  walk  by  a  fud- 
dcn  fliower  of  rain  ;  and  the  King  exprefling  his  concern  lell  the 
habit  of  the  Cardinal  fhould  be  foiled  by  the  wet  ;  "  Ah!  Sire  ! 
(faid  the  Author  of  Anti-Lucretius)  la  pluie  de  Marly  nq 
jnouiUc  pas." 
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LETTER    XXV. 
MR.  CLELAND  TO  MR.  GAY". 

December  i6,  1731. 

T  AM  aftonifhed  at  the  complaints  occafioned  by  a 
late  Epiftle  to  the  Earl  of  Burlington  ;  and  I  ihould 
be  affli£led  were  there  the  leaft  jufl:  ground  for  them. 
Had  the  writer  attacked  Vice  at  the  time  when  it  is 
not  only  tolerated  but  triumphant,  and  fo  far  from 
being  concealed  as  a  Defedl,  that  it  is  proclaimed  with 
oftentation  as  a  Merit ;  I  fhould  have  been  apprehen- 
five  of  the  confequence :  had  he  fatyrized  gameilers 
of  a  hundred  thoufand  pounds  fortune,  acquired  by 
fuch  methods  as  are  in  daily  practice,  and  almofl  uni- 
verfally  encouraged :  had  he  over-warmly  defended 
the  Religion  of  his  country,  againft  fuch  books  as 
come  from  every  prefs,  are  publickly  vended  in  every 
Ihop,  and  greedily  bought  by  almofl  every  rank  of 
men ;  or  had  he  called  our  excellent  weekly  writers 
by  the  fame  names  which  they  openly  beftow  on  the 
greatelt  men  in  the  Miniflry,  and  out  of  the  Minillry, 
for  which  they  are  all  unpunifhed,  and  mofl  rewarded : 

in 

"  This  was  written  by  the  fame  hand  that  wrote  the  Letter  to 
the  Piibiyhcr,  prefixed  to  the  Dunciad :  and  what  hand  that  was, 
no  one  who  reads  this  colIe6lion  of  Letters  can  be  at  a  lofs  to 
afcertain.  W. 

It  was  by  Pope  himfelf. 
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in  any  of  thefe  cafes,  indeed,  I  might  have  judged 
him  too  prefumptuous,  and  perhaps  have  trembled 
for  his  raihnefs. 

I  could  not  but  hope  better  from  this  fmall  and 
modeft  Epiflle,  whicli  attacks  no  vice  whatfoever ; 
which  deals  only  in  Folly,  and  not  Folly  in  general, 
but  a  fingle  fpecies  of  it ;  that  only  branch,  for  the 
oppofite  excellency  to  which  the  Noble  Lord,  to 
whom  it  is  written,  mud  neceffarily  be  celebrated. 
I  fancied  it  might  efcape  cenfure,  efpecially  feeing 
how  tenderly  thefe  Follies  are  treated,  and  really  lefs 
accufed  than  apologized  for. 

Yet  hence  the  Poor  are  cloatliM,  the  Hungry  fed. 
Health  to  himfelf,  and  to  his  Infants  Bread 
The  Lab'rer  bears. 

Is  this  fuch  a  crime,  that  to  impute  it  to  a  man  mufl 
be  a  grievous  offence  ?  'Tis  an  innocent  Folly,  and 
much  more  beneficent  than  the  want  of  it ;  for  ill 
tafle  employs  more  hands,  and  diffufes  expence  more 
than  a  good  one.  Is  it  a  moral  defect  ?  No,  it  is 
but  a  natural  one,  a  want  of  tafte.  It  is  what  the 
bed  good  man  living  may  be  liable  to.  The  worthiefl 
Peer  may  live  exemplarily  in  an  ill-favoured  houfe, 
and  the  bed  reputed  citizen  be  pleafed  with  a  vile 
garden.  I  thought  (I  fay)  the  author  had  the  com- 
mon liberty  to  obferve  a  defecl,  and  to  compliment 
a  friend  for  a  quality  that  didinguiflies  him  :  which  I 
know  not  how  any  quality  fliould  do,  if  we  were  not 
to  remark  that  it  was  wanting  in  others. 

But, 
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But,  they  fay,  the  fatire  Is  perfonal.  I  thought  it 
could  not  be  fo,  becaufe  all  its  refledllons  are  on 
things.  His  reflexions  are  not  on  the  man,  but  his 
houfe,  gardens,  etc.  Nay,  he  refpeds  (as  one  may 
fay)  the  perfons  of  the  Gladiator,  the  Nile,  and  the 
Triton  :  he  is  only  forry  to  fee  them  (as  he  might  be 
to  fee  any  of  his  friends)  ridiculous  by  being  in  the 
wrong  place,  and  in  bad  company.  Some  fancy,  that 
to  fay  a  thing  is  perfonal,  is  the  fame  as  to  fay  it  is 
unjuft,  not  confidering,  that  nothing  can  be  juft  that 
is  not  perfonal.  I  am  afraid  that  "  all  fuch  writings 
*'  and  difcourfes  as  touch  no  man,  will  mend  no 
"  man.'*  The  good-natured,  indeed,  are  apt  to  be 
alarmed  at  any  thing  like  fatire ;  and  the  guilty  readily 
concur  with  the  weak  for  a  plain  reafon,  becaufe  the 
vicious  look  upon  folly  as  their  frontier : 

Jam  proximus  ardet 
Utalegoii. 

No  wonder  thofe  who  know  ridicule  belongs  to  them, 
find  an  inward  confolation  in  moving  it  from  them- 
felves  as  far  as  they  can  5  and  it  is  never  fo  far,  as 
when  they  can  get  it  fixed  on  the  befl  characters. 
No  wonder  thofe  who  are  Food  for  Satirifls  fliould 
rail  at  them  as  creatures  of  prey ;  every  beaft  born 
for  our  ufe  would  be  ready  to  call  a  man  fo. 

I  know  no  remedy,  unlefs  people  in  our  age  would 
as  little  frequent  the  theatres,  as  they  begin  to  do  the 
churches  5  unlefs  comedy  were  forfaken,  fatire  filent, 
and  every  man  left  to  do  what  feems  good  in  his  own 

7  eyes. 
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eyes,  as  if  there  were  no  King,  no  Prieft,  no  Poet,  In 
Ifrael. 

But  I  find  myfelf  obliged  to  touch  a  point,  on 
which  I  mud  be  more  ferious ;  it  well  deferves  I 
fliould  :  I  mean  the  malicious  application  of  the  cha- 
raclier  of  Timon,  which,  I  will  boldly  liiy,  they  would 
impute  to  the  perfon  the  mod  different  in  the  world 
from  a  Man-hater,  to  the  perfon  whofe  tafle  and  en- 
couragement of  wit  have  often  been  fliown  in  the 
righted  place.  The  author  of  that  epidle  mud  cer. 
tainly  think  fo,  if  he  has  the  fame  opinion  of  his  own 
merit  as  authors  generally  have  ;  for  he  has  been  dif- 
tinguidicd  by  this  very  perfon. 

Why,  in  God's  name,  mud  a  Poi  trait,  apparently 
collefted  from  twenty  different  men,  be  applied  to 
one  only  ?  Has  it  his  eye  ?  no,  it  is  very  unhke.  Has 
it  his  nofe  or  mouth  ?  no,  they  are  totally  differing. 
What  then,  I  befeech  you  ?  Why,  it  has  the  mole 
on  his  chin.  Very  well ;  but  mud  the  piclure  there- 
fore be  his,  and  has  no  other  man  that  blemifli  ? 

Could  there  be  a  more  melancholy  indance  how 
much  the  tade  of  the  public  is  vitiated,  and  turns  the 
mod  falutary  and  feafonable  phyfic  into  poilbn,  than 
if  amidd  the  blaze  of  a  thoufand  bright  qualities  in 
a  great  man,  they  fliould  only  remark  there  is  a 
fhadow  about  him  ;  as  what  eminence  is  without  ? 
I  am  confident  the  author  was  incapable  of  imputing 
any  fuch  to  one,  whofe  whole  life  (to  ufe  his  own  ex- 
prcffion  in  print  of  him)  is  a  contmued  fcrics  of  good 


and  gcncraus  anions. 


I  know 
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1  know  no  man  who  would  be  more  concerned.  If 
he  gave  the  leafl  pain  or  offence  to  any  innocent  per- 
fon ;  and  none  who  would  be  lefs  concerned,  if  the 
fatire  were  challenged  by  any  one  at  whom  he  would 
really  aim  it.  If  ever  that  happens,  I  dare  engage  he 
will  own  it,  with  all  the  freedom  of  one  whofe  cen- 
fures  are  juft,  and  who  fets  his  name  to  them. 


LETTER     XXVL 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  BURLINGTON. 

My  Lord,  March  7,  1 73 1. 

npHE  clamour  ralfed  about  my  Epiflle  to  you  could 
not  give  me  fo  much  pain,  as  I  received  pleafure 
in  feeing  the  general  zeal  of  the  world  in  the  caufe  of 
a  Great  man  who  Is  beneficent,  and  the  particular 
warmth  of  your  Lordfhip  in  that  of  a  private  man 
who  is  innocent. 

It  was  not  the  Poem  that  deferved  this  from  you ; 
for  as  I  had  the  honour  to  be  your  friend,  I  could  not 
treat  you  quite  like  a  Poet :  but  fure  the  writer  de- 
ferved more  candour,  even  from  thofe  who  knew  him 
not,  than  to  promote  a  report,  which  in  regard  to  that 
noble  perfon,  was  impertinent ;  in  regard  to  me, 
villanous.  Yet  I  had  no  great  caufe  to  wonder, 
that  a  chara6ler  belonging  to  twenty  fhould  be  ap- 

voL,  VIII.  Q  plied 
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plied  to  one ;  fince,  by  that  means,  nineteen  would 

efcape  the  ridicule. 

I  was  too  well  content  with  my  knowledge  of  that 
noble  petfon's  opinion  in  this  aflair,  to  riouble  the 
public  about  it.  But  fmcc  Malice  and  Miftake  are 
fo  long  a-dying,  I  have  taken  the  opportunity  of  a 
third  edition  to  declare  his  belief,  not  only  of  my  in- 
nocence, but  of  their  malignity;  of  the  former  of  which 
my  own  heart  is  as  confcious,  as,  I  fear,  fome  of  theirs 
mufl  be  of  the  latter.  His  humanity  feels  a  concern 
for  the  Injury  done  to  me,  while  his  greatnefs  of 
mind  can  bear  with  indifference  the  iiifult  offered  to 
himfelf^ 

However,  my  Lord,  I  own,  that  critics  of  this  fort 
can  intimidate  me,  nay  half  incline  me  to  write  no 
more  :  that  would  be  making  the  Town  a  compli- 
ment which,  I  think,  it  deferves  ;  and  which  fome,  I 
am  fure,  would  take  very  kindly.  This  way  of  Satire 
is  dangerous,  as  long  as  flander  raifed  by  fools  of  the 
lowefl  rank,  can  find  any  countenance  from  thofe  of 
a  higher.  Even  from  the  conduct  fliewn  on  this  oc- 
cafion,  I  have  learnt  there  are  fome  who  would  rather 
be  wicked  than  ridiculous ;  and  therefore  it  may  be 
fafer  to  attack  Vices  than  Follies.  I  will  therefore 
leave  my  betters  in  the  quiet  poffeffion  of  their  Idols, 
their  Groves,  and  their  High-places ;  and  change  my 

fubjc«5l 

*  Alludes  to  the  letter  the  Duke  of  Chandos  wrote  to  Mr. 
pope  on  this  occafion.  P. 
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fubje^l  from  their  pride  to  their  meannefs,  from  their 
vanities  to  their  miferies ;  and,  as  the  only  certain  way 
to  avoid  mifconftrudions,  to  lelTen  offence,  and  not  to 
multiply  ill-natured  applications,  I  may  probably,  in 
my  next,  make  ufe  of  real  names  inftead  of  fiditious 
ones.  I  am, 

My  Lord, 

Your  moft  affectionate,  etc. 


LETTER    XXVIP. 

Cirencefler. 
TT  is  a  true  faying,  that  misfortunes  alone  prove 
one's  friendfhip ;  they  fhew  us  not  only  that  of 
other  people  for  us,  but  our  own  for  them.  We 
hardly  know  ourfelves  any  otherwife.  I  feel  my  be- 
ing forced  to  this  Bath  journey  as  a  misfortune ;  and 
to  follow  my  own  welfare  preferably  to  thofe  I  love, 
is  indeed  a  new  thing  to  me :  my  health  has  not 
ufually  got  the  better  of  my  tenderneffes  and  affec- 
tions. I  fet  out  with  a  heavy  heart,  wifhing  I  had 
done  this  thing  the  lad  feafon :  for  every  day  I  defer 
it,  the  more  I  am  in  danger  of  that  accident  which  I 
dread  the  moft,  my  Mother's  death  (efpecially  fhould 
it  happen  while  I  am  away).     And  another  reflexion 

pains 
p  To  Mrs.  B.  W, 

O  2 
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pains  me,  that  I  have  never,  fince  I  knew  you,  been 
fo  long  feparated  from  you,  as  I  now  muft  be.  Me- 
thinks  we  live  to  be  more  and  more  Grangers,  and 
every  year  teaches  you  to  live  without  me.  This  ab- 
lence  may,  I  fear,  make  my  return  lefs  welcome  and 
lefs  wanted  to  you,  than  once  it  feemed,  even  after 
but  a  fortnight.  Time  ought  not  in  reafon  to  di- 
minifli  friendfliip,  when  it  confirms  the  truth  of  it  by 
experience. 

The  journey  has  a  good  deal  difordered  mc,  not- 
withflanding  my  refting  place  at  Lord  Bathurfl's.  My 
Lord  is  too  much  for  me,  he  walks,  and  is  in  fpirits 
all  day  long  ;  I  rejoice  to  fee  him  fo.  It  is  a  right 
diftinclion,  that  I  am  happier  in  feeing  my  friends  fo 
many  degrees  above  me,  be  it  in  fortune,  health,  or 
pleafures,  than  I  can  be  in  fharing  either  with  them  : 
for  in  thefe  fort  of  enjoyments  I  cannot  keep  pace 
with  them,  any  uiore  than  I  can  walk  with  a  flronger 
man.  I  wonder  to  find  I  am  a  companion  for  none 
but  old  men,  and  forget  that  I  am  not  a  young  fel- 
low myfclf.  The  worft  is,  that  reading  and  writing, 
which  I  have  flill  the  greateft  relifh  for,  are  growing 
painful  to  my  eyes.  But  if  I  can  preferve  the  good 
opinion  of  one  or  two  friends,  to  fuch  a  degree,  as  to 
have  their  indulgence  to  my  weakncfl'es,  I  will  not 
complain  of  life  :  and  if  I  could  live  to  fee  you  con- 
fult  your  eafe  and  quiet,  by  becoming  independent  on 
thofe  who  will  never  help  you  to  either,  I  doubt  not 
of  finding  the  latter  part  of  my  life  plcafanter  than 

the 
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the  former,  or  prefent.  My  uneafmefles  of  body  I  can 
bear  ;  my  chief  uneafmefs  of  mind  is  in  your  regard. 
You  have  a  temper  that  would  make  you  eafj  and  he- 
loved.)  (which  is  all  the  happinefs  one  needs  to  wifh  in 
this  world,)  and  content  with  moderate  things.  All 
your  point  is  not  to  lofe  that  temper  by  facrificing 
yourfelf  to  others,  out  of  a  miftaken  tendernefs, 
which  hurts  you,  and  profits  not  them.  And  this 
you  mufl  do  foon,  or  it  will  be  too  late  :  habit  will 
make  it  as  hard  for  you  to  live  independent,  as  for 
L —  to  live  out  of  a  Court. 

You  mufl  excufe  me  for  obferving  what  I  think 
any  defe£t  in  you :  you  grow  too  indolent,  and  give 
things  up  too  eafily  :  which  would  be  otherwife, 
when  you  found  and  felt  yourfelf  your  own  :  fpirits 
would  come  in,  as  ill-ufage  went  out.  While  you 
live  under  a  kind  of  perpetual  dejeftion  and  oppref- 
fion,  nothing  at  all  belongs  to  you,  not  your  own 
Hu?nour.y  nor  your  own  Sertfe. 

You  can't  conceive  how  much  you  would  find  re- 
folution  rife,  and  cheerfulnefs  grow  upon  you,  if 
you'd  once  try  to  live  independent  for  two  or  three 
months.  I  never  think  tenderly  of  you  but  this 
comes  acrofs  me,  and  therefore  excufe  my  repeating 
it,  for  whenever  I  do  not,  I  diffemble  half  that  I  think 
of  you.  Adieu,  pray  write,  and  be  particular  about 
your  health. 


03 
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LETTER     XXVIIP. 

'\/'ouR  letter  dated  at  nine  a  clock  on  Tuefday 
(night,  I  fuppofe)  has  funk  me  quite.  Yeflerday 
I  hoped  ;  and  yeflerday  I  fent  you  a  line  or  two  for 
our  poor  friend  Gay,  inclofed  in  a  few  words  to  you  ; 
about  twelve  or  one  a  clock  you  (hould  have  had  it. 
I  am  troubled  abaut  that,  though  the  prefent  caufe  of 
our  trouble  be  fo  much  greater '.  Indeed  I  want  a 
friend,  to  help  me  to  bear  it  better.  We  want  each 
other.  I  bear  a  hearty  fhare  with  Mrs.  Howard,  who 
has  loft  a  man  of  a  moft  honeft  heart ;  fo  honeft  an 
one,  that  1  wifli  her  Mafter  had  none  lefs  honeft 
about  him.  The  world  after  all  is  a  little  pitiful 
thing ;  not  performing  any  one  promife  it  makes 
us,  for  the  future,  and  every  day  taking  away  and 
annulling  the  joys  of  the  paft.  Let  us  comfort  one 
another,  and,  if  polTible,  ftudy  to  add  as  much  more 
friendfliip  to  each  other,  as  death  has  deprived  us  of 
in  him  :  I  promife  you  more  and  more  of  mine, 
which  will  be  the  way  to  dcfcrve  more  and  more  of 
yours. 

I  purpofely  avoid  faying  more.  The  fubjccl  is  be- 
yond writing  upon,  beyond  cure  or  eafe  by  reafon  or 
refledion,  beyond  all  but  one  thought,  that  it  is  the 

will  of  God, 

So 

T  To  the  fame.  W. 

'  Mr.  Gay's  death,  which  liappcncd  in  Nov.  1732,  at  the 
Diikt  of  Qiieenfberry's  lioiife  in  London,  aged  46.  P. 
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So  will  the  death  of  my  mother  be  !  which  now  I 
tremble  at,  now  refign  to,  now  bring  clofe  to  me, 
now  fet  farther  off:  every  day  alters,  turns  me 
about,  and  confufes  my  whole  frame  of  mind.  Her 
dangerous  diftemper  is  again  returned,  her  fever 
coming  onward  again,  though  lefs  in  pain  j  for  which 
laft  however  I  thank  God. 

I  am  unfeignedly  tired  of  the  world,  and  re- 
ceive nothing  to  be  called  a  Pleafure  in  it,  equi- 
valent to  countervail  either  the  death  of  one  I  have 
fo  long  lived  with,  or  of  one  I  have  fo  long 
lived  for.  I  have  nothing  left  but  to  turn  my 
thoughts  to  one  comfort ;  the  laft  we  ufually  think 
of,  though  the  only  one  we  fhould  in  wifdom  de- 
pend upon,  in  fuch  a  difappointing  place  as  this. 
I  fit  in  her  room,  and  flie  is  always  prefent  before 
me,  but  when  I  lleep.  I  wonder  I  am  fo  well :  I 
have  fhed  many  tears,  but  now  I  weep  at  nothing. 
I  would  above  all  things  fee  you,  and  tjiink  it  would 
comfort  you  to  fee  m^e  fo  equal-tempered  and.fo  quiet. 
But  pray  dine  here  ;  you  may,  and  fhe  know  nothing 
of  it,  for  fhe  dozes  much,  and  we  tell  her  of  no  earthly 
thing,  left  it  run  in  her  mind,  which  often  trifles  have 
done.  If  Mr.  Bethel  had  time,  I  wifti  he  were  your 
companion  hither.  Be  as  much  as  you  can  with  each 
other :  be  affured  I  love  you  both,  and  be  farther 
^ffured,  that  friendftiip  will  increafe  as  I  live  on. 


04 
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LETTER     XXIX. 

TO  MR.   CHRISTOPHER   PITT. 

Twitcnham,  near  Hampton  Court, 
"  Sir,  July  23,  1726. 

<«  T  RECEIVED  a  Letter  from  you  with  fatisfaftion, 
"  ^  having  long  been  defirous  of  any  occafion  of  tef- 
*'  tifying  my  regard  for  you,  and  particularly  of  ac- 
"  knowledging  the  pleaiTure  your  verfion  of  Vida's 
"  Poetick  had  afforded  me.  1  had  it  not  indeed  from 
"  your  Bookfeller,  but  read  it  with  eagernefs,  & 
**  think  it  both  a  correal,  and  a  fpirited  tranilation, 
*'  I  am  pleafed  to  have  been  (as  you  tell  me)  y"  oc- 
"  cafion  of  y'  undertaking  that  work :  that  is  fome 
*'  fort  of  merit ;  &  if  I  have  any  in  mc,  it  really 
*'  confifls  in  an  earneft  defire  to  promote  &  produce, 
"  as  far  as  I  canj  that  of  others.  But  as  to  my  being 
"  y"  publifiicr,  or  any  way  concerned  in  reviewing  or 
"  recommending  of  Lintot's  Mifcellany,  it  is  what  I 
"  never  did  in  my  life ;  tho*  He  (like  y*"  reft  of  his 
*'  Tribe)  make  a  very  free  ufe  of  my  name.  He  has 
**  often  reprinted  my  things,  &  fo  fcurvily,  that  find- 
*'  ing  he  was  doing  fo  again,  I  correfted  y'  fheets,  as 
"  far  as  they  went,  of  my  own  only :  And'  being 
"  told  by  him,  y'  he  had  ::  or  3  copies  of  yours 
«  (vv'"'  you  had  formerly  fent  me  (as  he  faid)  thro* 
'*  his  hands),  I  obliged  him  to  write  for  y'  confent, 
i  "  before 
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^'  before  he  made  ufe  of  *em.  This  was  all :  y'  fe- 
«'  cond  book  he  has  juft  now  delivered  to  me,  y" 
*'  Infcription  of  w"  to  myfelf  I  will  take  care  he  fhall 
"  leave  out,  &  either  return  y""  reft  of  your  verfes  to 
*'  him,  or  not,  as  you  fhall  like  beft.  I  am  obliged  to 
"  you,  S%  for  exprefling  a  much  higher  opinion  of 
*'  me  than  1  know  I  deferve.  The  freedom  with  w'^'^. 
*'  you  write  is  yet  what  obliges  and  pleafes  me  more ; 
<«  &  it  is  with  fmcerity  that  I  fay,  I  w''  rather  be  thought 
"  by  every  ingenious  man  in  y^  world,  his  fervant, 
*'  than  his  rival. 

"  I  am  very  much  yours, 

"A.  POPE." 

N.  B.  In  a  Letter  from  Mr.  Spence  to  Mr.  Pitt, 
dated  Twickenham,  Auguft  2,  1728,  is  the  following 
Poftfcript : 

"  Sir,  I  take  this  opportunity  of  alTuring  you,  you 

*'  have  at  the  place  from  whence  this  Letter  is  dated, 

^'  a  friend,  and  fervant, 

"  A,  POPE*." 

*  Our  Author's  mode  of  fpelling  is  minutely  copied  in  thi* 

Letter. 
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LETTER     XXX. 

TO   HUGH    BETHEL,    ES(V 

July  12,  1723. 

T  ASSURE  you  unfeignedly  any  memorial  of  your 
good-nature  and  friendlinefs  is  mofl:  welcome  to 
mc,  who  knew  thofe  tenders  of  afTeftion  from  you 
are  not  like  the  common  traffic  of  compliments  and 
profcffions,  which  mofl:  people  only  give  that  they 
may  receive  ;  and  is  at  befl;  a  commerce  of  Vanity,  if 
not  of  Falfehood.  I  am  happy  in  not  immediately 
wanting  the  fort  of  good  offices  you  offer  :  but  if  I 
did  want  them,  I  fhoukl  not  think  myfelf  unhappy  in 
receiving  them  at  your  hands  :  this  really  is  fome 
compliment,  for  I  would  rather  mofl:  men  did  me  a 
fmall  injury,  than  a  kindncfs.  1  know  your  huma- 
manity,  and,  allow  me  to  fay,  I  love  and  value  you 
for  it :  'tis  a  much  better  ground  of  love  and  value, 
than  all  the  qualities  I  fee  the  world  fo  fond  of:  they  ge- 
nerally admire  in  the  wrong  place,  and  generally  mod 
admire  the  things  they  don't  comprehend,  or  the  things 
they  can  never  be  the  better  for.  Very  few  can  receive 
pleafure  or  advantage  from  wit  w  hich  they  feldom 
talle,  or  learning  which  they  feldom  underfl:and,  much 
lefs  from  the  quality,  high  birth,  or  fliining  circum- 
Itances  of  thofe  to  whom  they  profefs  efteem,  and 
who  will  always  remember  how  much  they  are  their 

inferiors. 
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inferiors.  But  humanity  and  fociable  virtues  are 
what  every  creature  wants  every  day,  and  ftill  wants 
more  the  longer  he  lives,  and  moft  the  very  moment 
he  dies.  It  is  travelling  either  in  a  ditch  or  on  a  ter-? 
race ;  we  Ihould  walk  in  the  common  way,  where 
others  are  continually  pafling  on  the  fame  level,  to 
make  the  journey  of  life  fupportable  by  bearing  one 
another  company  In  the  fame  circumftances. — Let  me 
know  how  I  may  convey  over  the  Odyffeys  for  your 
amufement  in  your  journey,  that  you  may  compare 
your  own  travels  with  thofe  of  Ulyffes :  I  am  fure 
yours  are  undertaken  upon  a  more  difmterefted,  and 
therefore  a  more  heroic  motive.  Far  be  the  omen 
from  you,  of  returning  as  he  did,  alone,  without  fay- 
ing a  friend. 

There  Is  lately  printed  a  book '  wherein  dl  human 
virtue  is  reduced  to  one  ted,  that  of  Truth,  and 
branched  out  in  every  inftance  of  our  duty  to  God 
and  man.  If  you  have  not  feen  it,  you  mud,  and  I 
will  fend  it  together  with  the  Odyifey.  The  very 
women  read  it,  and  pretend  to  be  charmed  with  that 
beauty  which  they  generally  think  the  lead  of.  They 
make  as  much  ado  about  truths  fince  this  book  ap- 
peared, as  they  did  about  health  when  Dr.  Cheyne's 
came  out ;  and  will  doubtlefs  be  as  conftant  in  the 
purfuit  of  one,  as  of  the  other.     Adieu. 

s  Mr.  WoUafton's  excellent  book  of  the  Religion  of  Nature  de- 
lineated.  The  Queen  was  fond  of  it,  and  that  made  the  reading 
of  it,  and  the  talking  of  it,  failiionable.  W. 

Pope  alfo  read  it  attentively  ;  as  appears  by  many  paflages  taken 
from  it,  in  the  EfTav  on  Man. 
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LETTER     XXXL 
TO    THE    SAME. 

Aiigiift  9,  1726. 
T  NEVER  am  unmindful  of  thofe  I  think  fo  well  of 

as  yourfclf ;  their  number  is  not  fo  great  as  to  con- 
found one's  memory.  Nor  ought  you  to  decline 
writing  to  me,  upon  an  imagination,  that  I  am  much 
employed  by  other  people.  For  though  my  houfe  is 
like  the  houfe  of  a  Patriarch  of  old,  Handing  by  the 
highway  fide,  and  receiving  all  travellers,  neverthelefs 
I  feldom  go  to  bed  without  the  reflection,  that  one's 
chief  bufmefs  is  to  be  really  at  home:  and  I  agree 
with  you  in  your  opinion  of  company,  amufements, 
and  all  the  filly  things  which  mankind  would  fain 
make  pleafures  of,  when  in  truth  they  are  labour  and 
forrow. 

I  condole  with  you  on  the  death  of  your  Relation, 
the  E.  of  C.  as  on  the  fate  of  a  mortal  man.  Efleem 
I  never  had  for  him,  but  concern  and  humanity  I 
had  :  the  latter  was  due  to  the  infirmity  of  his  laft  pe- 
riod, though  the  former  was  not  due  to  the  tri- 
umphant and  vain  part  of  his  courfe.  He  certainly 
knew  himfclf  beft  at  laft,  and  knew  beft  the  little 
value  of  others,  whofe  neglect  of  him,  whom  they  fo 
grofsly  followed  and  flattered  in  the  former  fcene  of 
his  life,  fliewed  them  as  worthlefs  as  they  could  ima^ 
gine  him  to  be,  were  he  all  that  his  worft  enemies  be- 
lieved 
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lieved  of  him.  For  my  own  part,  I  am  forry  for  his 
death,  and  wifh  he  had  lived  long  enough  to  fee  fo 
much  of  the  faithleflhefs  of  the  world,  as  to  have 
been    above   the  mad   ambition  of  governing  fuch 
wretches  as  he  muft  have  found  it  to  be  compofed  of. 
Thoudi  vou  could  have  no  fjjreat  value  for  this 
Great  man,  yet  acquaintance  itfelf,  the  cuftom  of  fee- 
ing the  face,  or  entering  under  the  roof,  of  one  that 
walks  along  with  us  in  the  common  way  of  the  world, 
is  enough  to  create  a  wifh  at  leaft  for  his  being  abov^ 
ground,  and  a  degree  of  uneafinefs  at  his  removal. 
'Tis  the  lofs  of  an  obje6l  familiar  to  us :  I  fhould 
hardly  care  to  have  an  old  poft  pulled  up,  that  I  re- 
membered ever  fmce  I  was  a  child.     And  add  to  this 
the  refleflion  (in  the  cafe  of  fuch  as  were  not  the  bed 
of  their  Species)  what  their  condition  in  another  life 
may  be,  it  is  yet  a  more  important  motive  for  our 
concern  and  compaiTion.     To  fay  the  truth,  either  in 
the  cafe  of  death  or  Hfe,  almofl  every  body  and  every 
thing  is  a  caufe  or  object  for  humanity,  even  profpe- 
rity  itfelf,  and  health  itfelf ;  fo  many  weak,  pitiful  in- 
cidentals attend  on  them. 

I  am  forry  any  relation  of  yours  is  ill,  whoever  it 
be,  for  you  don't  name  the  perfon.  But  I  conclude 
it  is  one  of  thofe  to  whofe  houfes,  you  tell  me,  you 
are  going,  for  I  know  no  invitation  with  you  is  fo 
ftrong  as  v/hen  any  one  is  in  diftrefs,  or  in  want  of 
your  affiftance :  the  ftrongeft  proof  in  the  world  of 
this,  was  your  attendance  on  the  late  Earl.     I  have 

been 
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been  very  melancholy  for  the  lofs  of  Mr.  Blount. 
Whoever  has  any  portion  of  good-nature  will  fuffer 
on  thcfe  occafions  :  but  a  good  mind  rewards  its  own 
fufferings.  I  hope  to  trouble  you  as  little  as  pofllble, 
if  it  be  my  fate  to  go  before  you.  I  am  of  old  En- 
nius's  mind,  Ncnio  mc  dccorct  lachrym'is. — I  am  but  a 
Lodger  here  :  this  is  not  an  abiding  city,  I  am  only  to 
ftay  out  my  leafe  ;  for  what  has  Perpetuity  and  mortal 
man  to  do  with  each  other  ?  But  I  could  be  glad  you 
could  take  up  with  an  inn  at  Twitenham,  as  long  as  I 
am  hoft  of  it :  if  not,  I  would  take  up  freely  with  any 
inn  of  yours. — Adieu,  dear  Sir :  let  us  while  away 
this  life  ;  and  (if  wc  can)  meet  in  another. 


LETTER     XXXIL 
TO   THE   SAME. 

June  24,   1727. 

■\TOU  arc  too  humane  and  confidcrate  (things  few 
people  can  be  charged  with).  Do  not  fay  you 
will  not  expe6l  letters  from  mc ;  upon  my  word  I 
can  no  more  forbear  wTiting  fometimes  to  you,  than 
thinking  of  you.  I  know  the  world  too  well,  not  to 
value  you  who  are  an  example  of  adling,  living,  and 
thinking,  above  it,  and  contrary  to  it. 

I  thank  God  for  my  mother's  uncxpcdcd  recovery, 
though  my  hope  can  rife  no  higher  than  from  re- 
prieve 
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prieve  to  reprieve,  the  fmall  addition  of  a  few  days  to 
the  many  Ihe  has  already  feen.  Yet  fo  fhort  and 
tranfitory  as  this  light  is,  it  is  all  I  have  to  warm  or 
fhine  upon  me  ;  and  when  it  is  out,  there  is  nothing 
elfe  that  will  live  for  me,  or  confume  itfelf  in  my  fer- 
vice.  But  I  would  have  you  think  this  is  not  the 
chief  motive  of  my  concern  about  her  :  Gratitude  is 
a  cheap  virtue,  one  may  pay  it  very  punctually,  for  it 
cofts  us  nothing,  but  our  memory  of  the  good  done. 
And  I  owe  her  more  good,  than  ever  I  can  pay,  or 
ihe  at  this  age  receive,  if  I  could.  I  do  not  think  the 
tranquillity  of  the  mind  ought  to  be  difturbed  for 
many  things  in  this  world :  but  thofe  offices  that  are 
neceflary  duties,  either  to  our  friends  or  ourfelves, 
will  hardly  prove  any  breach  of  it ;  and  as  much  as 
they  take  away  from  our  indolence  and  eafe  of  body, 
will  contribute  to  our  peace  and  quiet  of  mind  by 
the  content  they  give.  They  often  afford  the  higheft 
pleafure ;  and  thofe  who  do  not  feel  that,  will  hardly 
ever  find  another  to  match  it,  let  them  love  them- 
felves  ever  fo  dearly.  At  the  fame  time  it  mufl  be 
owned,  one  meets  with  cruel  difappointments  in  fee- 
ing fo  often  the  bed  endeavours  ineflectual  to  make 
others  happy,  and  very  often  (what  is  moft  cruel  of 
all)  through  their  own  means '.  But  flill,  I  affirm, 
thofe  very  difappointments  of  a  virtuous  man  are 
greater  pleafures,  than  the  utmofl  gratifications  and 
fucceffes  of  a  mere  felf-lover. 

The 

'  See  Letter  xxvii.  from  Cirencefler.  W. 
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The  great  and  fudden  event  which  has  jufl  novr 
happened  %  puts  the  whole  world  (I  mean  this  whole 
world)  into  a  new  ftate :  the  only  ufe  I  have,  fhall, 
or  wifh  to  make  of  it,  is  to  obferve  the  difparity  of 
men  from  themfelves  in  a  week*s  time  :  the  defultory 
leaping  and  catching  of  new  motions,  new  modes, 
new  meafures :  and  that  flrange  fpirit  and  life,  with 
which  men  broken  and  difappointed  refume  their 
hopes,  their  folicitations,  their  ambitions !  It  would  be 
worth  your  while  as  a  Philofopher,  to  be  bufy  in 
thefe  obfervations,  and  to  come  hither  to  fee  the 
fury  and  buftle  of  the  Bees  this  hot  feafon,  without 
coming  fo  near  as  to  be  flung  by  them. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXXIIL 
TO   THE   SAME. 

June  17,  1728. 

A  FTER  the  publifliing  my  Boyifli  Letters  to  Mr. 
Cromwell,  you  will  not  wonder  if  I  fhould  for- 
fwear  writing  a  letter  again  while  I  live  ;  fince  I  do  not 
correfpond  with  a  friend  upon  the  terms  of  any  other 
free  fubject  of  this  kingdom.  But  to  you  I  can  never 
be  filent,  or  referved  j  and,  I  am  fure,  my  opinion  of 

your 

«>  The  Death  of  K.  George  the  FIrfl,  which  happened  the 
nth  of  June  17*7.  W. 
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your  heart  is  fuch,  that  I  could  open  mine  to  you  in 
no  manner  which  I  could  fear  the  whole  world  fhould 
know.  I  could  publifh  my  own  heart  too,  I  will  ven- 
ture to  fay,  for  any  mifchief  or  malice  there  is  in  it : 
but  a  little  too  much  folly  or  weaknefs  might  (I  fear) 
appear,  to  make  fuch  a  fpectacle  either  inflrudive  or 
agreeable  to  others. 

I  am  reduced  to  beg  of  all  my  acquaintance  to  fe- 
cure  me  from  the  like  ufage  for  the  future,  by  re- 
turning me  any  letters  of  mine  which  they  may  have 
preferved  ;  that  I  may  not  be  hurt,  after  my  death, 
by  that  which  was  the  happinefs  of  my  life,  their 
partiality  and  affedlion  to  me. 

I  have  nothing  of  myfelf  to  tell  you,  only  that  I 
have  had  but  indifferent  health.  I  have  not  made  a 
vifit  to  London :  Curiofity  and  the  love  of  Diffipa- 
tion  die  apace  in  me.  I  am  not  glad  nor  forry  for  it, 
but  I  am  very  forry  for  thofe  who  have  nothing  elfe 
to  live  on. 

I  have  read  much,  but  writ  no  more.  I  have 
fmall  hopes  of  doing  good,  no  vanity  in  writing,  and 
little  ambition  to  pleafe  a  world  not  very  candid  or 
deferving.  If  I  can  preferve  the  good  opinion  of  a 
few  friends,  it  is  all  I  can  expect,  confidering  ho\V 
little  good  I  can  do  even  to  them  to  merit  it.  Few 
people  have  your  candour,  or  are  fo  willing  to  think 
well  of  another  from  whom  they  receive  no  benefit? 
and  gratify  lio  vanity.  But  of  all  the  foft  fenfations, 
the  greateft  pleafure  is  to  give  and  receive  mutual 

VOL.  VIII.  p  Trufl. 
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Trufl.  It  is  by  Belief  and  firm  Hope,  that  men  are 
made  happy  in  this  life,  as  well  as  in  the  other.  My 
confidence  in  your  good  opinion,  and  depcndance 
upon  that  of  one  or  two  more,  is  the  chief  cordial 
drop  I  tafle,  amidft  the  Infipid,  the  Difagrecable,  the 
Cloying,  or  the  Dead-fweet,  which  are  the  common 
draughts  of  life.  Some  pleafures  are  too  pert,  as 
well  as  others  too  flat,  to  be  reliflied  long :  and  vi- 
vacity in  fome  cafes  is  worfe  than  dulnefs.  There- 
fore indeed  for  many  years  I  have  not  chofen  my 
companions  for  any  of  the  qualities  in  fafliion,  but 
almofl  entirely  for  that  which  is  the  mofl  out-of- 
fafhion,  fincerity.  Before  I  am  aware  of  it,  I  am 
making  your  panegyric,  and  perhaps  my  own  too,  for 
next  to  pofTefling  the  beft  qualities  is  the  efteeming 
and  diflinguifhing  thofe  who  poffefs  them.  I  truly 
love  and  value  you,  and  fo  I  flop  Ihort. 
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LETTER     XXXIV. 

TO   THE  EARL   OF  PETERBOROW. 

My  Lord,  Auguft  24,  1728. 

ir  PRESUME  you  *  may  before  this  time  be  returned, 
from  the  contemplation  of  many  Beauties,  animal 
and  vegetable,  in  Gardens ;  and  poffibly  fome  ra- 
tional, in  Ladies ;  to  the  better  enjoyment  of  your 
own  at  Bevis-Mount.  I  hope,  and  believe,  all  you 
have  feen  will  only  contribute  to  it.  I  am  not  fo 
fond  of  making  compliment  to  Ladies  as  I  was  twenty 
years  ago,  or  I  would  fay  there  are  fome  very  reafon- 
able  and  one  in  particular  there.  I  think  you  happy, 
my  Lord,  in  being  at  leaft  half  the  year  almofl  as 
much  your  own  mafter  as  I  am  mine  the  whole  year : 
and  with  all  the  difadvantageous  incumbrances  of 
quality,  parts,  and  honour,  as  mere  a  gardener,  loi- 
terer, and  labourer,  as  he  who  never  had  Titles,  or 

from 

*  He  was  one  of  thofe  men,  fays  Mr.  Walpole,  of  carelefs  wit 
and  negligent  grace,  who  fcatter  a  thoufand  bon  mots  and  idle 
verfes,  which  we  painful  compilers  gather  and  hoard,  till  the  au- 
thors ftare  to  find  themfelves  authors.  Such  was  this  Lord :  of 
an  advantageous  figure,  and  enterprifing  fpirit ;  as  gallant  as 
Amadis  and  as  bi'ave,  but  a  little  more  expeditious  in  his  journies; 
for  he  is  faid  "  to  have  feen  more  Kings  and  more  poftilions 
than  any  man  in  Europe."  His  enmity  to  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough, and  his  friendfiiip  with  Pope,  will  preferve  his  name, 
when  his  genius,  too  romantic  to  have  laid  a  folid  foundation  for 
fame,  and  his  politics,  too  difinterefted  for  his  age  and  country, 

p  2  fhall 
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from  \vhoni  they  arc  taken.  I  have  an  eye  in  tlic  lafl 
of  thefe  glorious  appellations  to  the  flyle  of  a  Lord 
degraded  or  attainted  :  methinks  they  give  him  a 
better  title  than  they  deprive  him  of,  in  calling  him 
Labourer :  Agricultural  fays  Tully,  proxinm  Sapi- 
ent ia,  which  is  more  than  can  be  faid,  by  mofl:  mo- 
dern Nobility,  of  Grace  or  Right  Honourable,  which 
are  often  proxima  StuliitiiC.  The  Great  Turk,  you 
know,  is  often  a  Gardener,  or  of  a  meaner  trade  :  and 
there  are  (my  Lord)  fome  circumftances  in  which 
you  would  refemble  the  Great  Turk !  The  two  Para- 
difes  are  not  ill  connected,  of  Gardens  and  Gal- 
lantry ;  and  fome  there  are  (not  to  name  my  I^ord 
B.)  who  pretend  they  are  both  to  be  had,  even  in 

this  liie,  without  turning  MuiTelmen. 

We 

fhall  be  equally  forgotten.  He  was  a  man,  as  his  friend  faid, 
*♦  who  would  neither  live  nor  die  like  any  other  mortal."  Yet 
even  particularities  were  becoming  in  him,  as  he  had  a  natural 
cafe  that  immediately  adopted  and  faved  from  the  air  of  affec- 
tation.    He  WTotc 

**  La  Mufe  de  Cavalier,  or  an  Apology  for  fuch  Gentlemen  as 
make  Poetry  their  Diverfioii,  not  their  Bufinefs,"  in  a  letter 
from  a  Scholar  of  Mars,  to  one  of  Apollo,  printed  in  the  Pub- 
lic Regifter,  or  Weekly  Magazine,  No.  3.  p.  88,  pubhOied  by 
Dodfity,  1 741. 

"  A  fevere  Copy  of  Verfes  on  tlie  Duchefs  of  Marlborough  ; 
addrcfTtd  to  Mr.  Harley  after  his  Removal  from  Court." 

He  was  author  too  of  thofc  well-known  lines  which  coiichidt, 

♦'  Who'd  have  thought  Mrs.  Howard  ne'er  dreamt  it  wui 
She!" 

Four  very  genteel  letters  of  his  are  printed  among  Pope's. 

The  account  of  the  Earl's  conduct  in  Spain,  takeh  from  his 
original  letters  and  papers,  was  drawn  up  by  Dr.  Friend,  and 
pvibliihed  in  1707,  ottavo. 
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We  have  as  little  politics  here  within  a  few  miles 
of  the  Court  (nay  perhaps  at  the  Court)  as  you  at 
Southampton ;  and  our  Minifters,  I  dare  fay,  have 
lefs  to  do.  Our  weekly  hiftories  are  only  full  of  the 
feafls  given  to  the  Queen  and  royal  Family  by  their 
fervants,  and  the  long  and  laborious  walks  her  Ma- 
jefty  takes  every  morning.  Yet  if  the  graver  Hifto- 
rians  hereafter  fhall  be  filent  of  this  year's  events,  the 
amorous  and  anecdotical  may  make  pofterity  fome 
amends,  by  being  furnifhed  with  the  gallantries  of  the 
Great  at  home ;  and  'tis  fome  comfort,  that  if  the 
Men  of  the  next  age  do  not  read  of  us,  the  Women, 
may. 

From  the  time  you  have  been  abfent,  I've  not  been 
to  wait  on  a  certain  great  man,  through  modefty, 
through  idlenefs,  and  through  refped.  But  for  my 
comfort  I  fancy,  that  any  great  man  *  v/ill  as  foon 
forget  one  that  does  him  no  harm,  as  he  can  one  that 
has  done  him  any  good.  Believe  me,  my  Lord, 
yours. 

*  Let  thofe  who  are  overfond  of  cenfuiing  great  men,  at  every 
turn  and  on  every  occafion,  attend  to  the  remarkable  words  that 
Cardinal  Richlieu  fpoke  to  Marflial  Fabert  :  "  In  your  fituation  of 
life,  it  is  eafy  for  you  to  diftinguifh  your  friends  from  your  enemies. 
No  difguife  prevents  you  from  difcerning  the  difference  with  ac- 
curacy. But  in  my  fituation,  it  is  impoflible  for  me  to  penetrate 
into  their  real  fentiments.  They  all  hold  to  me  the  fame  lan- 
guage, they  make  their  court  to  me  with  the  fame  earneftnefs, 
and  thofe  who  fecretly  wifh  to  deftroy  me,  give  me  as  many  vifible 
proofs  of  their  friendfhip,  as  thofe  who  are  truly  attached  to  my 
iiiterelL" 
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LETTER     XXXV. 
FROM  THE   EARL   OF   PETERBOROW. 

J  MUST  confefs  *,  that  in  going  to  Lord  Cobham's, 

I  was  not  led  by  curiofity.  I  went  thither  to  fee 
what  I  hud  feen,  and  what  I  vvas  furc  to  like. 

I  had  the  idea  of  thofe  Gardens  fo  fixed  in  my 
imagination  by  many  defcriptions,  that  nothing  fur- 
prized  me ;  Immenfity  and  Van  Brugh  appear  in  the 
whole,  and  in  every  part.  Your  joining  in  your  letter 
animal  and  vegetable  beauty,  makes  me  ufe  this  ex- 
preffion :  I  confefs  the  (lately  SacharifTa  at  Stow,  but 
am  content  with  my  little  Amoret. 

I  thought  you  indeed  more  knowing  upon  the  fub- 
je6t,  and  wonder  at  your  miftake  :  why  will  you  ima- 
gine women  infenfible  to  Praife,  much  Icfs  to  yours  ? 
I  have  feen  them  more  than  once  turn  from  their 
Lover  to  their  Flatterer.  I  am  fure  the  Farmerefs  at 
Bevis  in  her  higheft  mortifications,  in  the  middle  of 
her  Lent  *,  would  feel  emotions  of  vanity,  if  fhe  knew 
you  gave  her  the  charader  of  a  reafonable  woman. 

You  have  been  guilty  again  of  another  miftake, 
which  hindered  me  fliewing  your  letter  to  a  friend ; 

when 

*  The  cafe  and  pleafantr}'  of  this  Letter,  fo  far  preferable  to  the 
(tudicd  paragraphs  of  Pope^  is  a  proof  of  what  w-as  faid  above,  of 
the  fuperiority  of  many  of  his  Correfpondent's  Letters  to  his  own. 
The  fame  may  be  faid  of  Letters  37,  38,  39. 

*  The  Countcfs  of  Peterborow,  a  Roman  Cathoh'c.  W. 
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when  you  join  two  ladies  in  the  fame  compliment, 
though  you  gave  to  both  the  beauty  of  Venus  and 
the  wit  of  Minerva,  you  would  pleafe  neither. 

If  you  had  put  me  into  the  Dunciad,  I  could  not 
have  been  more  difpofed  to  ciiticife  your  letter. 
What,  Sir,  do  you  bring  it  in  as  a  reproach,  or  as  a 
thing  uncommon  to  a  Court,  to  be  without  politics  ? 
With  politics  indeed  the  Richlieus  and  fuch  folks 
have  brought  about  great  things  in  former  days  ;  biit 
what  are  they.  Sir,  who,  without  pohcy  in  our  times* 
can  make  ten  Treaties  in  a  year,  and  fecure  ever* 
lafting  peace  ? 

I  can  no  longer  difagree  with  you,  though  in  jeft. 
Oh  how  heartily  I  join  with  you  in  your  contempt  for 
Excellency  and  Grace,  and  in  your  efteem  of  that 
moll  noble  title.  Loiterer.  If  I  were  a  man  of  many 
plums,  and  a  good  heathen,  I  would  dedicate  a  Tem_ 
pie  to  Lazinefs :  no  man  fure  could  blame  my  choice 
of  fuch  a  Deity,  who  confiders,  that,  when  I  have 
been  fool  enough  to  take  pains,  I  always  met  with 
fome  wife  man  able  to  undo  my  labours. 

Your,  etc, 


P4 
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LETTER     XXXVL 


X7  0U  were  in  a  very  polemic  humour  when  you 
did  me  the  honour  to  anfwer  my  laft.  I  always 
underflood,  like  a  true  controvertift,  that  to  anfwer  is 
only  to  cavil  and  quarrel :  however,  I  forgive  you, 
you  did  it  (as  all  Polemics  do)  to  fhew  your  parts. 
Elfe  was  it  not  very  vexatious,  to  deny  me  to  com- 
mend two  women  at  a  time?  It  is  true,  my  Lord, 
you  know  women  as  well  as  men  :  but  fince  you  cer- 
tainly love  them  better,  why  are  you  fo  uncharitable 
in  your  opinion  of  them  ?  Surely  one  Lady  may  allow 
another  to  have  the  thing  fhe  hcrfelf  leaft  values, 
Reafon,  when  Beauty  is  uncontefted,  Venus  herfelf 
could  allow  Minerva  to  be  Goddefs  of  Wit,  when 
Paris  gave  her  the  apple  (as  the  fool  herfelf  thought) 
on  a  better  account.  I  do  fay  that  Lady  P*  is  a  rea- 
fonable  woman  ;  and  I  think  fhe  will  not  take  it 
amifs,  if  I  fhould  infift:  upon  efteeming  her,  inftead  of 
toafting  her  like  a  filly  thing  I  could  name,  who  is  the 
Venus  of  thefe  days.  I  fee  you  had  forgot  my  letter,  or 
would  not  let  her  know  how  much  I  thought  of  her  in 
this  reafonable  way:  but  I  have  been  kinder  to  you,  and 
liave  fhewn  your  letter  to  one  who  will  take  it  candidly. 
But,  for  God's  fake,  what  have  you  faid  about 
Politicians  ?  you  made  me  a  great  compliment  in  the 
trufl  you  repofcd  in  my  prudence,  or  what  mifchief 

might 
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might  not  I  have  done  you  with  fome  that  afFed  that 
denomination  ?  Your  Lordfhip  might  as  fafely  have 
fpoken  of  Heroes.  What  a  blufler  would  the  God 
of  the  winds  have  made,  had  one  that  we  know  puf- 
fed againft  iEoIus,  or  (like  Xerxes)  whipped  the  feas  ? 
They  had  dialogued  it  in  the  language  of  the  Re- 
hearfal, 

I'll  give  him  flafti  for  flafli— 
I'll  give  him  dafli  for  dafli — 

But  all  now  is  fafe  ;  the  Poets  are  preparing  fongs  of 
joy,  and  Halcyon  days  are  the  word. 

I  hope,  my  Lord,  it  will  not  be  long  before  your 
dutiful  affeftion  bring  you  to  town.  I  fear  it  will  a 
little  raife  your  envy  to  find  all  the  Mufes  employed 
in  celebrating  a  Royal  work'',  which  your  own  par- 
tiahty  will  think  inferior  to  Bevis-Mount.  But  if  you 
have  any  inclination  to  be  even  with  them,  you  need 
but  put  three  or  four  Wits  into  any  hole  in  your 
Garden,  and  they  will  out-rhime  all  Eaton  and  Weft- 
minfter.  I  think.  Swift,  Gay,  and  I  could  undertake 
it,  if  you  don't  think  our  Heads  too  expenfive :  but 
the  fame  hand  that  did  the  others,  will  do  them  as 
cheap.  If  all  elfe  fliould  fail,  you  are  fure  at  lead  of 
the  head,  hand,  and  heart  of  your  fervant. 

Why  fhould  you  fear  any  difagreeable  news  to 
reach  us  at  Mount-Bevis  ?  Do  as  I  do  even  within 
ten  miles  of  London,  let  no  news  whatever  come  near 
you.      As  to  public  aflairs  we  never  knew  a  deader 

feafon : 
y  The  Hennitage.  W. 
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feafon  :  'tis  all  filent,  deep  tranquillity.  Indeed,  they 
fay,  'tis  fometlmes  fo  jufl:  before  an  Earthquake.  But 
whatever  happens,  cannot  we  obferve  the  wife  neu- 
trality of  the  Dutch,  and  let  all  about  us  fall  by  the 
ears  ?  or  if  you,  my  Lord,  fhould  be  pricked  on  by 
any  old-fafliioned  notions  of  Honour  and  Romance, 
and  think  it  necefl'ary  for  the  General  of  the  Marines 
to  be  in  adion,  when  our  Fleets  are  in  motion ;  meet 
them  at  Spithead,  and  take  me  along  with  you.  I  de- 
cline no  danger  where  the  glory  of  Great  Britain  is 
concerned :  and  will  contribute  to  empty  the  largeft 
bowl  of  punch  that  lliall  be  rigged  out  on  fuch  an  oc- 
cafion.  Adieu,  my  Lord,  and  may  as  many  Years 
attend  you,  as  may  be  happy  and  honourable. 


LETTER     XXXVIL 
FROM   THE  EARL   OF  PETER BORO'vV. 

•T/'  ou  mufl  receive  my  letters  *  with  a  jufl;  imparti- 
ality, and  give  grains  of  allowance  for  a  gloomy 
or  rainy  day  ;    I  fmk  grievoufly  with  the  weathcr- 

glafs, 

*  In  a  curious  and  original  Letter,  which  I  have  read  by  the 
feTour  of  the  late  Duchefs  Dcvjager  of  Portland,  Prior  fpeaks 
thus  flightingly  of  the  veracity  of  this  celebrated  Earl,  to  Lord 
Oxfortly  dated  February  I  o,  1714. 

'*  Lord  PeterboroiL'"  favs  he,  "  is  gone  from  Genoa  in  an  open 
boat— that's  one  ;  300  miles  by  fea — that's  two;  that  he  was  forced 
afliore  twenty  times  by  Tempefls  and  Majorkecns  to  lie  among  the 
rocks — that's —  bow  many.,  my  Lord  Treafurer  :" 
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glafs,  and  am  quite  fplrltlefs  when  opprefled  with  the 
thoughts  of  a  Birth-day,  or  a  Return, 

Dutiful  afFeftion  was  bringing  me  to  town,  but  un- 
dutiful  lazinefs,  and  being  much  out  of  order,  keep 
me  in  the  country :  however,  if  aUve,  I  mufl  make 
my  appearance  at  the  birth  day.  Where  you  fhewed 
one  letter,  you  may  fhew  the  other  ;  fhe  that  never  was 
wanting  in  any  good  office  in  her  power,  will  make  a. 
proper  excufe,  where  a  fm  of  Omiffion,  1  fear,  is  not 
reckoned  as  a  venial  fin. 

I  confent  you  fhall  call  me  polemic,  or  aifociate  me 
to  any  fed  or  Corporation,  provided  you  do  not  join 
me  to  the  Charitable  Rogues  or  to  the  Pacific  Poli- 
ticians of  the  prefent  age.  I  have  read  over  '^  Barkley 
in  vain,  and  find,  after  a  ftroke  given  on  the  left,  I 
cannot  offer  the  right  cheek  for  another  blow  :  all  I 
can  bring  myfelf  to  is,  to  bear  mortification  from  the 
Fair  Sex  with  patience. 

You  feem  to  think  it  vexatious  that  I  fliall  allow 
you  but  one  woman  at  a  time,  either  to  praife  or 
love.  If  I  difpute  with  you  upon  this  point,  I  doubt 
every  jury  will  give  a  verdiift  againft  me.  So,  Sir, 
with  a  Mahometan  indulgence,  I  allow  you  plurahties, 
the  favourite  privilege  of  our  church. 

I  find  you  do  not  mend  upon  correftion  ;  again  I 
tell  you,  you  mufl:  not  think  of  women  in  a  reafon- 
able  way  ;  you  know  we  always  make  Goddefles  of 
thofe  we  adore  upon  earth  ;  and  do  not  all  the  good 

men 
^  Barkley's  Apology  for  the  Quakers.  P. 
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men  tell  us,  we  mufl  lay  afide  Reafon  in  what  re* 
lafes  to  the  Deity  ? 

'Tis  well  the  Poets  are  preparing  fongs  of  joy :  *ti's 
well  to  lay  in  antidotes  of  foft  rhyme,  againft  the 
rough  profe  they  may  chance  to  meet  with  at  Weft- 
minfter.  I  fhould  have  been  glad  of  any  thing  of 
Swift's  :  Pray,  when  you  write  to  him  next,  tell  him 
I  exped  him  with  impatience,  in  a  place  as  odd  and 
as  much  out  of  the  way,  as  himfelf. 

Yours. 


LETTER    XXXVm. 
FROM    THE    SAME. 

TTTT  HEN  EVER  you  apply  as  a  good  Papifl  to  your 
female  Mediatrix*,  you  are  fure  of  fuccefs ;  but 
there  is  not  a  full  aflurance  of  your  entire  fubmiilion 
to  mother  church,  and  that  abates  a  little  of  your  au- 
thority. However,  if  you  will  accept  of  country  let- 
ters, (he  will  correfpond  from  the  hay-cock,  and  I  will 
write  to  you  upon  the  fide  of  my  wheelbarrow :  furely 
fuch  letters  might  efcape  examination. 

Your  Idea  of  the  Golden  age  is,  that  every  fhepherJ 
might  pipe  where  he  pleafcd.    As  I  have  lived  longer, 
I  am  more  moderate  in  my  wifhes,  and  would  be  con- 
tent 

*  Lady  Pctcrborow,  a  rigid  Papift, 
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tent  with  the  liberty  of  not  piping  where  I  am  not 
pleafed. 

Oh  how  I  wifh,  to  myfelf  and  my  friends,  a  freedom 
which  Fate  feldom  allows,  and  which  we  often  refufe 
ourfelves  !  Why  is  our  Shepherdefs  ^  in  voluntary 
ilavery  ?  why  muft  our  Dean  fubmit  to  the  colour  of 
his  coat,  and  live  abfent  from  us  ?  and  why  are  you 
confined  to  what  you  cannot  relieve  ? 

I  feldom  venture  to  give  accounts  of  my  journies 
before  hand,  becaufe  I  take  refolutions  of  going  to 
London,  and  keep  them  no  better  than  quarrelling 
lovers  do  theirs.  But  the  devil  will  drive  me  thither 
about  the  middle  of  next  month,  and  I  will  call  upon 
you,  to  be  fprinkled  with  holy  water  before  I  enter 
the  place  of  Corruption. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XXXIX. 

FROM   THE   SAME. 

1732. 
T  A  M  under  the  greateft  impatience  to  fee  Dr.  Swift 
at  Bevis-Mount  *,  and  muft  fignify  my  mind  to 
him  by  another  hand,  it  not  being  permitted  me  to 

hold 

*  Mrs.  H.  •  W". 

*  This  year  Lord  Peterborow  and  Pope  paid  a  vifit  from  South- 
ampton to  V/inchefter  College,  and  gave  prizes  to  the  fcholars  for 

the 
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hold  correfpondence  with  the  fiiid  Dean,  for  no  let- 
ter of  mine  can  come  to  his  hands. 

And  whereas  it  is  apparent,  in  this  proteftant  land, 
mod  cfpecially  under  the  care  of  divine  providence, 
that  nothing  can  fucceed  or  come  to  a  happy  iffue 
but  by  Bribery ;  therefore  let  me  know  what  he  experts 
to  comply  with  my  defires,  and  it  fhall  be  remitted 
unto  him. 

For  though  I  would  not  corrupt  any  man  for  the 
whole  world,  yet  a  benevolence  may  be  given  with- 
out any  offence  to  confcience  ;  every  one  mufl  con- 
fefs,  that  gratification  and  corruption  are  two  diftincl 
terms  :  nay  at  worfl  many  good  men  hold,  that  for 
a  good  end,  fome  very  naughty  meafures  may  be 
made  ufe  of. 

But,  Sir,  I  mufl  give  you  fome  good  news  in  re- 
lation to  myfelf,  becaufe  I  know  you  wifli  me  well ; 
I  am  cured  of  fome  difeafes  in  my  old  old  age,  which 
tormented  me  very  much  in  my  youth. 

I  was  poffefTed  with  violent  and  uneafy  pafiions, 
fuch  as  a  peevifh  concern  for  Truth '',  and  a  faucy 
love  for  my  Country. 

When 

the  bed  copy  of  verfes  that  fliould  be  written,  on  a  fubject  propofed 
to  them  by  Mr.  Pope  himfclf — The  Canipaign  of  yValenUa. — The 
prizes  were  fets  of  Piue's  Horace.  Hampton,  the  excellent  Tranf- 
Jator  of  Polybius,  at  tliat  time  ver)'  young,  gained  one  of  thefe 
prizes  :  Mr.  IVkltehead  another. 

'•  As  may  be  feen  from  his  tranfadliona  with  Fenwick  in  the 
Year  1696-7.  W, 
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When  a  chriftian  Priejfl  preached  againft  the  Spirit 
of  the  Gofpel,  when  an  Englifh  Judge  determined 
againft  Magna  Charta,  when  the  Minifter  aded  againft 
Common  Senfe,  I  ufed  to  fret. 

Now,  Sir,  let  what  will  happen,  I  keep  myfelf  in 
temper  :  As  I  have  no  flattering  hopes,  fo  I  banifti  all 
ufelefs  fears  ;  but  as  to  the  things  of  this  world,  I  find 
myfelf  in  a  condition  beyond  expeftation ;  it  being 
evident  from  a  late  Parliamentary  inquiry,  that  I  have 
as  much  ready  money,  as  much  in  the  funds,  and  as 
great  a  perfonal  eftate,  as  Sir  Robert  S-tt-n. 

If  the  Tranflator  of  Homer  find  fault  with  this  un- 
heroic  difpofition,  or  (v/hat  I  more  fear)  if  the  Dra- 
per of  Ireland  accufe  the  Englifhman  of  want  of  fpirit : 
I  filence  you  both  with  one  line  out  of  your  own 
Horace  :  ^id  te  exempta  juvat  fpinis  e pluribus  una? 
For  I  take  the  whole  to  be  fo  corrupted,  that  a  cure 
in  any  part  would  be  of  little  avail. 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     XL. 
DR.  SWIFT  TO  THE  EARL  OF  FETERBOROW. 

My  Lord, 
T  NEVER  knew  or  heard  of  any  pcrfon  fo  volatile, 

and  fo  fixed  as  your  Lordfhip  :  you,  while  your 
imagination  is  carrying  you  through  every  corner  of 
the  world,  where  you  have  or  have  not  been,  can  at 
the  fame  time  remember  to  do  offices  of  favour  and 
kindnefs  to  the  meaneft  of  your  friends ;  and  in  all 
the  Scenes  you  have  pafled,  have  not  been  able  to 
attain  that  one  quality  peculiar  to  a  great  man,  of 
forgetting  every  thing  but  injuries.  Of  this  I  am  a 
living  witnefs  againft  you  ;  for  being  the  mofl  infig- 
nificant  of  all  your  old  humble  fervants,  you  were  fo 
cruel  as  never  to  give  me  time  to  afk  a  favour,  but 
prevented  me  in  doing  whatever  you  thought  1  de- 
fired,  or  could  be  for  my  credit  or  advantage. 

1  have  often  admired  at  the  capricioufncfs  of  For- 
tune in  regard  to  your  Lordfliip.  She  hath  forced 
Courts  to  aft  againfl  their  oldeft,  and  mod  conflant 
maxims ;  to  make  you  a  General  becaufe  you  had 
courage  and  conduft ;  an  Ambaflador,  becaufe  you 
had  wildom  and  knowledge  in  the  interefls  of  Europe; 
and  an  Admiral  on  account  of  your  fkill  in  maritime 
affairs :  whereas,  according  to  the  ufual  method  of 
Court  proceedings,  I  fhould  have  been  at  the  head  of 
7  the 
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the  Army,  and  you  of  the  Church,  or  rather  a  Curate, 
under  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's. 

The  Archbifliop  of  Dubhn  laments  that  he  did  not 
fee  your  Lordfliip  till  he  was  juft  upon  the  point  of 
leaving  the  Bath  :  I  pray  God  you  may  have  found 
fuccefs  in  that  journey,  elfe  I  fliall  continue  to  think 
there  is  a  fatality  in  all  your  Lordfhip's  undertakings, 
which  only  terminate  in  your  own  honour,  and  the 
good  of  the  public,  without  the  leafl  advantage  to 
your  health  or  fortune. 

I  remember  Lord  Oxford's  minlflry  ufed  to  tell 
me,  that  not  knowing  where  to  write  to  you,  they 
were  forced  to  write  at  you.  It  is  fo  with  me,  for 
you  are  in  one  thing  an  Evangelical  man,  that  you 
know  not  where  to  lay  your  head,  and  I  think,  you 
have  no  houfe.  Pray,  my  Lord,  write  to  me,  that  I 
may  have  the  pleafure,  in  this  fcoundrel  country,  of 
going  about,  and  fhewing  my  depending  Parfons  a 
letter  from  the  Earl  of  Peterborow. 

I  am,  etc. 


VOL.  VIII.  Q_ 
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LETTER     XLI. 

TO    *  «  *  *  c. 


I 


September  13. 

BELIEVE  you  are  by  this  time  immerfed  in  your 
vaft  wood  ;  and  one  may  addrefs  to  you  as  to  a 
very  abftracted  perfon,  like  Alexander  Selkirk,  or  the 
Self-taught  Philofopher  ^  I  fliould  be  very  curious  to 
know  what  fort  of  contemplations  employ  you.  I  re- 
member the  latter  of  thofe  I  mentioned,  gave  himfelf 
up  to  a  devout  exercife  of  making  his  head  giddy 
with  various  circumrotations,  to  imitate  the  motions 
of  the  celeftial  bodies.  I  don't  think  it  at  all  impof- 
fible  that  Mr.  L.  may  be  far  advanced  in  that  exer- 
cife, by  frequent  turns  towards  the  feveral  afpects  of 
the  heavens,  to  which  you  may  have  been  pleafed  to 
direct  him  in  fearch  of  profpedts  and  new  avenues. 
He  will  be  tradable  in  time,  as  birds  are  tamed  by 
being  whirled  about ;  and  doubtlefs  come  not  to  dc- 
fpife  the  meanefl:  (hrubs  or  coppice-wood,  though  na- 
turally he  feems  more  inclined  to  admire  God  in  his 
greater  works,  the  tall  timber  :  for,  as  Virgil  has  it, 
Non  omncs  arbujia  jiivant^  humilcfque  myricac.  I  wifli 
myfelf  with  you  both,  whether  you  are  in  peace  or  at 

war, 

«  Lord  Bathurfl.  W. 

'•  The  title  of  an  Arabic  Treat ife  of  the  Life  of  Hai  Ebn 
Yocktan  ;  written  to  explain  and  recommend  the  myftic  Theology 
of  the  Mahometans,  in  all  refpcfts  the  fume  with  the  MyQicifm  of 
Chn'lUan  FanaticB.  W. 
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War,  In  violent  argumentation  or  fmooth  confent,  over 
Gazettes  in  the  morning,  or  over  Plans  in  the  even- 
ing. In  that  lafl  article,  I  am  of  opinion  your  Lord- 
fhip  has  a  lofs  of  me ;  for  generally  after  the  debate 
of  a  whole  day,''we  acquiefced  at  night,  in  the  beft 
conclufion  of  which  human  reafon  feems  capable  in 
all  great  matters,  to  fall  fad  afleep  !  And  fo  we  ended, 
unlefs  immediate  Revelation  (which  ever  muft  over- 
come human  reafon)  fuggefted  fome  new  lights  to  us, 
by  a  Vifion  in  bed.  But  laying  afide  Theory,  I  am 
told,  you  are  going  directly  to  Pradice.  Alas,  what 
a  fall  will  that  be  ?  A  new  Building  is  like  a  new 
Church  ;  when  once  it  is  fet  up,  you  mufl  maintain  it 
In  all  the  forms,  and  with  all  the  inconveniencles ; 
then  ceafe  the  pleafant  luminous  days  of  infpiration, 
and  there  is  an  end  of  miracles  at  once ! 

That  this  letter  may  be  all  of  a  piece,  I'll  fill  the 
reft  with  an  account  of  a  confultation  lately  held  in 
my  neighbourhood  about  defigning  a  princely  gar- 
den. Several  Critics  were  of  feveral  opinions :  one 
declared  he  would  not  have  too  much  Art  in  it ;  for 
my  notion  (faid  he)  of  gardening  is,  that  it  is  only 
fweeping  nature  ^ :  another  told  them  that  Gravel- 
walks  were  not  of  a  good  taffce,  for  all  the  fined 
abroad  were  of  a  loofe  fand  :  a  third  advlfed  *  per- 
emptorily 

e  An  expreffion  of  Sir  T.  H.  W. 

*  Here  are  fome  curious  obfervations  on  Gardening,  and  the 
art  of  laying  out  grounds,  written  before  Kent'%  improvements  in 
this  art. 

CL2 
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emptoiily  there  fhould  not  be  one  Lime-tree  in  the 
whole  plantation :  a  fourth  made  the  fame  cxclufive 
claufe  extend  to  Horfe-chcfnuts,  which  he  affirmed 
not  to  be  Trees,  but  Weeds-:  Dutch  Elms  were  con- 
demned by  a  fifth  ;  and  thus  abou!  half  the  Trees 
were  profcribed,  contrary  to  the  Paradife  of  God's 
own  planting,  which  is  cxprefsly  faid  to  be  planted 
with  all  trees.  There  were  fome  who  could  not  bear 
Ever-greens,  and  called  them  Never-greens ;  fome  who 
were  angry  at  them  only  when  cut  into  fhapes,  and 
gave  the  modern  Gardeners  the  name  of  Evergreen 
Taylors ;  fome  who  had  no  dill  ike  to  Cones  and 
Cubes,  but  would  have  them  cut  in  Foreft-trees ; 
and  fome  who  were  in  a  paifion  againft  any  thing  in 
fhape,  even  againfl  clipt-hedges,  which  they  called 
green  walls.  Thefe  (my  Lord)  are  our  men  of  Tafle, 
who  pretend  to  prove  it  by  tafting  little  or  nothing. 
Sure  fuch  a  tafte  is  like  fuch  a  llomach,  not  a  good 
one,  but  a  weak  one.  We  have  the  fame  fort  of 
Critics  in  poetry ;  one  is  fond  of  nothing  but  Heroics, 
another  cannot  relifh  Tragedies,  another  hates  Paf- 
torals,  all  little  wits  delight  in  Epigrams.  Will  you 
give  me  leave  to  add,  there  are  the  fame  in  Divinity; 
where  many  leading  Critics  are  for  rooting  up  more 
than  they  plant,  and  would  leave  the  Lord's  Vineyard 
cither  very  thinly  furnilhed,  or  vtry  oddly  trimmed. 

I  have  lately  been  with  my  Lord  ♦  ,  who  is  a  zeal- 
ous, yet  a  charitable  PJanrer,  and  has  fo  bad  a  tafle 
as  to  like  all  that  is  good.     lie  has  a  difpofition  to 
1  ^^  ail 
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wait  on  you  in  his  way  to  the  Bath,  and  if  he  can  go 
and  return  to  London  in  eight  or  ten  days,  I  am  not 
without  a  hope  of  feeing  your  Lordfhip  with  the  de- 
light I  always  fee  you.  Every  where  I  think  of  you, 
and  every  where  I  wifh  for  you. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XLIL 
TO   MR.   C . 

September  2,  1732. 

J  ASSURE  you  I  am  glad  of  your  letter,  and  have 
long  wanted  nothing  but  the  permiflion  you  now 
give  me,  to  be  plain  and  unreferved  upon  this  head. 
I  wrote  to  you  concerning  it  long  fmce  :  but  a  friend 
of  yours  and  mine  was  of  opinion,  it  was  taking  too 
much  upon  me,  and  more  than  I  could  be  entitled  to 
by  the  mere  merit  of  long  acquaintance,  and  good 
will.  I  have  not  a  thing  in  my  heart  relating  to  any 
friend,  which  I  would  not,  in  my  own  nature,  declare  to 
all  mankind.  The  truth  is  what  you  guefs ;  I  could 
not  efleem  your  conduft,  to  an  objedt  of  mifery  fo 

near  you  as  Mrs. ,  and  I  have  often  hinted  it 

to  yourfelf :  the  truth  is,  I  cannot  yet  elteem  it  for 

any  reafon'  I  am  able  to  fee.     But  this  I  promife,  I  ac= 

quit  you  as  far  as  your  own  mind  acquits  you.    I  have 

CL3  now 
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now  no  further  caufe  of  complaint,  for  the  unhappy 
Lady  gives  me  now  no  further  pain ;  fhe  is  no  longer 
an  objccl:  either  of  yours  or  my  compaflion  ;  the 
hardfhips  done  her  arc  lodged  in  the  hands  of  God, 
nor  has  any  man  more  to  do  in  them,  except  the  per- 
fons  concerned  in  occafioning  them. 

As  for  the  interruption  of  our  correfpondencc,   I 
am  forry  you  feem  to  put  the  Teft  of  my  fricndfhij) 
upon  that,  becaufc  it  is  what  I  am  difqualified  from 
toward  my  other  acquaintance,  with  whom  I  cannot 
hold   any  frequent    comtiierce.     I'll  name  you    the 
obftacles  which  I   can't  furmount :  want  of  health, 
want    of  time,   want    of  good   eyes ;    and    one    yet 
flronger  than  them  all,  I  write  not  upon  the  terms  of 
other  men.     For  however  glad  I  might  be,  of  expref- 
fmg  my  refpecl,  opening  my  mind,  or  venting  my 
concerns,  to  my  private  friends  ;  I  hardly  dare  while 
there  are  Curls  in  the  world.     If  you  pleafe  to  reflect 
either  on  the  impertinence  of  weak  admirers,  the  ma- 
lice of  low  enemies,  the  avarice  of  mercenary  Book- 
fellers,  or  the  filly  curiofity  of  people   in   general ; 
you'll  confefs  I  have  fmall  reafon  to  indulge  corre- 
fpondcnces ;  in  which  too  I  want  materials,  as  I  live 
altogether  out  of  town,  and  have  abllracled  my  mind 
(I  hope)  to  better  things  than  common  news.     I  wifh 
my  friends  would  fend  me  back  thofe  forfeitures  of 
my  difcrelion,  commit  to  my  juftice  what  I   trufled 
only  to  their  indulgence,  and  return  me  at  the  year's 
mk!  tliofi:  trlHino-  letters,  which  can  be  to  them  but  a 

day's 
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day's  amufement,  but  to  me  may  prove  a  difcredit  as 
lafting  and  extenfive,  as  the  forefald  weak  admirers, 
mean  enemies,  mercenary  fcribblers,  or  curious  fmr 
pletons,  can  make  it. 

I  come  now  to  a  particular  you  complain  of,  my 
not  anfwering  your  queftion  about  fome  Party -papers, 
and  their  authors*.  This  indeed  I  could  not  tell  you, 
becaufe  I  never  was,  or  will  be  privy  to  fuch  papers  : 
and  if  by  accident,  through  my  acquaintance  with 
any  of  the  writers,  I  had  known  a  thing  they  con- 
cealed, I  fliould  certainly  never  be  the  reporter  of  it. 

For  my  waiting  on  you  at  your  country-houfe,  I 
have  often  wifhed  it ;  it  was  my  compliance  to  a  fu- 
perior  duty  that  hindered  me,  and  one  which  you  are 
too  good  a  Chriftian  to  wifli  I  fhould  have  broken, 
having  never  ventured  to  leave  my  mother  (at  her 
great  age)  for  more  than  a  week,  which  is  too  little 
for  fuch  a  journey. 

Upon  the  whole,  I  mufl  acquit  myfelf  of  any  a£t  or 
thought,  in  prejudice  of  the  regard  I  owe  you,  as  fo 
long  and  obliging  an  acquaintance  and  correfpondent. 
I  am  fure  I  have  all  the  good  wifhes  for  yourfelf  and 

your 

*  Confidering  certain  topics  that  have  \c:ry  lately  been  fo 
eagerly  difcuffed  by  many  political  writers,  it  is  to  be  wifhed  they 
had  attentively  read  and  confidered  what  Plato  has  faid,  in  the 
fixth  Book  of  his  Laws,  concerning  exceflive  riches,  or  exceflive 
poverty,  in  a  well-ordered  ftate ;  and  alfo  what  Ariftotle  has  ob- 
ferved,  in  the  feventh  Chapter  of  the  feventhBook  of  his  Politics,  that 
perhaps  all  nations  are  not  equally  fit  or  quahfied  to  enjoy  Liberty. 
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your  family,  that  become  a  Friend  :  there  is  no  acci- 
dent that  can  happen  to  your  advantage,  and  no  ac- 
tion that  can  redound  to  your  credit,  which  I  fliould 
not  be  ready  to  extol,  or  to  rejoice  in.  And  there- 
fore 1  beg  you  to  be  aifured,  I  am  in  difpofition  and 
will,  though  not  fo  much  as  I  would  be  in  teftimonies 

or  wTiting, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XLIII. 
TO   MR.    RICHARDSON. 

January  13,  1732. 

T  UAYL  at  lad  got  my  mother  fo  well,  as  to  allow 
myfelf  to  be  abfent  from  her  for  three  days.  As 
Sunday  is  one  of  them,  I  do  not  know  whether  I  may 
propofe  to  you  to  employ  it  in  the  manner  you  men- 
tioned to  me  once.  Sir  Godfrey  called  employing 
the  pencil*,  the  prayer  of  a  painter,  and  affirmed  it  to 
be  his  proper  way  of  ferving  God,  by  the  talent  he 
gave  him.  I  am  fure,  in  this  inflance,  it  is  ferving 
your  friend ;  and,  you  know,  we  are  allowed  to  do 
that  (nay  even  to  help  a  neighbour's  ox  or  afs)  on 
the  Sabbath  :  which,  though  it  may  fecm  a  general 

precept, 

*    Dr.  Jolinfon  extorted  a  promife  from  Sirjofhua  Rrynolds, 
never  to  paint  on  a  Sunday. 
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precept,  yet  In  one  fenfe  particularly  applies  to  you, 
who  have  helped  many  a  human  ox,  and  many  a  hu- 
man afs,  to  the  likenefs  of  man,  not  to  fay  of  God. 

Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  with  all  good  wilhes  for  your- 
felf  and  your  family,  (the  happinefs  of  which  ties  I 
know  by  experience,  and  have  learned  to  value  from 
the  late  danger  of  lofmg  the  befl  of  mine,) 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XLIV. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Twickenham,  June  lo,  1733. 

i»  s  I  know,  you  and  I  mutually  defire  to  fee  one 
another,  I  hoped  that  this  day  our  wifhes  would 
have  met,  and  brought  you  hither.  And  this  for  the 
very  reafon  which  poflibly  might  hinder  your  com- 
ing, that  my  poor  mother  is  dead  ^  I  thank  God, 
her  death  was  as  eafy,  as  her  life  was  innocent ;  and 
as  it  cofl  her  not  a  groan,  or  even  a  figh,  there  is  yet 
upon  her  countenance  fuch  an  exprelfion  of  Tran- 
quillity, nay,  almoll  of  Pleafure,  that  it  is  even  ami- 
able to  behold  it.  It  would  afford  the  fmefl  image  of 
a  Saint  expired,  that  ever  Painting  drew  *  :  and  it 

would 

^  Mrs.  Pope  died  the  feventh  of  June,  1733,  aged  93.      W. 
*  One  of  the  beft  of  Richardfou's  portraits  is  that  of  our  Author, 
of  which  an  engraving  is  prefixed  to  this  edition ;  now  in  the  poflef- 

fion 
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would  be  the  grcatoft  obligation  which  even  that 
obliging  Art  could  ever  beilow  on  a  friend,  if  you 
would  come  and  fketch  it  for  me.  I  am  fure,  if 
there  be  no  very  prevalent  obflacle,  you  will  leave 
any  common  bufincfs  to  do  this :  and  I  hope  to  fee 
you  this  evening  as  late  as  you  will,  or  to-morrow 
morning  as  early,  before  this  winter  flower  is  faded. 
I  will  defer  her  interment  till  to-morrow  night, 
I  know  you  love  me,  or  I  could  not  have  written 
this — I  could  not  (at  this  time)  have  WTitten  at  all- 
Adieu  I    ]\Iay  you  die  as  happily  ! 

Your,  etc. 

fion  of  Mr.  Way,  and  formerly  in  Dr.  Mead's  Collcftion  ;  who 
vrote  under  it  the  two  following  indifferent,  harfh  lines : 

Pop'iNS,  ingenio,  doftrina  &  carminis  arte, 

Non  habet,  invidia  hoc  nee  neget  ipfa,  parem. 

The  only  piece  of  our  Author's  own  painting,  is  the  Head  of 
Bettcrton,  in  the  pcfleflion  of  the  Earl  of  Mansfield. 
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LETTER    XLV. 

TO   THE   SAME. 

Tt  is  hardly  poffible  to  tell  you  the  joy  your  pencil 
gave  me,  in  giving  me  another  friend,  fo  much  the 
fame !  and  which  (alas,  for  mortality !)  will  out-laft 
the  other.  Pofterity  will,  through  your  means,  fee 
the  man  whom  it  will  for  ages  honour^,  vindicate, 
and  applaud,  when  envy  is  no  more,  and  when  (as  I 
have  already  faid  in  the  eflay  to  which  you  are  fo 
partial) 

The  fons  Ihall  blufli  the  fathers  were  his  foes. 

That  eflay  has  many  faults,  but  the  poem  you  fent 
me  has  but  one,  and  that  I  can  eafily  forgive.  Yet  I 
would  not  have  it  printed  for  the  world,  and  yet  I 

would  not  have  it  kept  unprinted  neither ^but  all 

in  good  time.  I'm  glad  you  publilh  your  Milton*. 
B — ly  will  be  angry  at  you,  and  at  me  too  fhortly  for 
what  I  could  not  help,  a  Satirical  Poem  on  Verbal 
Criticifm  by  Mr.  Mallet,  which  he  has  infcribed  to  me; 
but  the  Poem  itfelf  is  good  f  (another  caufe  of  anger 

to 

s  Lord  Bolingbroke.  W. 

*  In  which  are  many  judicious  and  curious  remarks,  though 
adulterated  with  fome  that  are  trifling  enough. 

f  The  Poem  was  a  very  fulfome  piece  of  flattery  to  Pope,  and  a 
pretty  exa6l  imitation  of  his  manner,  and  contained  much  con- 
temptible and  illiberal  abufe  of  many  ufeful  and  illuftrious  critics, 

with 
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to  any  Critic).  As  for  myfelf,  I  refolve  to  go  on  in 
my  quiet,  calm,  moral  courfe,  taking  no  fort  of  notice 
of  man's  anger,  or  woman's  fcandal,  with  Virtue  in 
my  eyes,  and  Truth  upon  my  tongue.     Adieu*. 

with  whom  Mallet  xvas  little  acquainted.  Mallet  never  forgave, 
and  did  feme  ill  offices,  cfpecially  with  Lord  Melcombe,  to  the  Au- 
thor of  the  Eflay  on  the  Genius  of  Pope,  who  unluckily  cited  his 
Amyntor  and  Theodora,  as  containing  fome  examples  of  falfr 
writing  and  unnatural  images.  Mallet's  Life  of  Lord  Bacon  wa« 
too  highly  commended  by  Chefterfield,  and  his  friends.  He  once 
intended  to  write  the  Hillory  of  the  Exclufion  Bill. 

*  Mr.  Richardfon,  fen.  the  Painter,  fays,  "  that  one  day  Mr. 
pope  ailvcd  him,  how  he  liked  that  kind  of  writing  in  which  profe 
and  verfe  were  mixed  together,  as  in  the  works  of  St.  Evremond 
and  others  ?"  "  I  told  him,"  adds  he,  "  that  I  liked  it  well  for 
off-hand  occafional  productions."  *'  Why,"  replied  he,  "  I  have 
thoughts  of  turning  out  fome  fketches  I  have  by  me,  of  various 
accidents  and  refledions,  in  this  manner."  In  one  of  his  letters  he 
gives  an  account  of  an  excurfion  he  made  to  Briftol  from  Bath, 
"  the  idled  nnd  the  hufieil  cities  in  England."  He  mentioned  the 
Cartoon  of  Raphael  that  is  at  Badminton,  but  docs  not  fccm  to 
have  attended  to  the  Guido's  that  are  there,  nor  to  the  curious 
fatirical  Picture  of  vSalvator  Rofa,  for  which  he  was  obliged  to 
tjuit  Rome.  Neither  does  he  mention  the  very  fine  Cartoon  of 
Raphael  reprefenting  the  Maffacre  of  the  Innocents,  that  was  in  the 
poflcflion  of  the  late  ingenious  Mr.  Hoare  of  Bath. 
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LETTER     XL  VI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  November  21. 

YT^VERY  thing  was  welcome  to  me  in  your  kind  let- 
ter, except  the  occafion  of  it,  the  confinement 
you  are  under.  I  am  glad  you  count  the  days  when 
I  do  not  fee  you :  but  it  was  but  half  an  one  that  I 
was  in  town  upon  bufmefs  with  Dr.  Mead,  and  re- 
turned to  render  an  account  of  it. 

I  fhall  in  the  courfe  of  the  winter  probably  be  an 
evening  vifitant  to  you,  if  vou  fit  at  home,  though  I 
hope  it  will  not  be  by  compulfion  or  lamenefs.  We 
may  take  a  cup  of  fack  together,  and  chatter  like  two 
parrots,  which  are  at  leafl  more  reputable  and  man- 
like animals  than  the  graf^hoppers,  to  which  Homer 
likens  old  men. 

I  am  glad  you  fleep  better.  I  deep  in  company, 
and  wake  at  night,  which  is  vexatious :  if  you  did  fo, 
you  at  your  age  would  make  verfes.  As  to  my 
health,  it  will  never  mend ;  but  I  will  complain  lefs 
of  it,  when  I  find  it  incorrigible. 

But  for  the  news  of  my  quitting  Twit'nam  for  Bath, 
enquire  into  my  years,  if  they  are  pad  the  bounds  of 
dotage  ?  Afk  my  eyes,  if  they  can  fee,  and  my  nof- 
trils  if  they  can  fmell  ?  To  prefer  rocks  and  dirt  to 
flowery  meads  and  lilver  Thames,  and  brimftone  and 

fogs 
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fogs  to  rofes  and  fun-fliinc.  When  1  arrive  at  thefe 
fenfations,  I  may  fettle  at  Bath,  of  which  I  never  yet 
dreamt,  further  than  to  live  jufl:  out  of  the  fulphurous 
pit,  and  at  the  edge  of  the  fogs  at  Mr.  Allen's,  for 
a  month  or  fo.  I  like  the  place  fo  little,  that  health 
itfelf  fhould  not  draw  me  thither,  though  friendfhip 
has  twice  or  thrice. 

Having  anfwered  your  queflions,  I  defire  to  hear  if 
you  have  any  commands.  If  the  firft  be  to  come 
to  you,  it's  probable  I  (hall,  before  you  can  fend  'em 
fo  round  about  as  to  Twit'nam,  for  I  have  lived  of 
late  at  Batterfea.     Adieu  ! 

Your's,  etc. 


LETTER     XLVII. 

TO   MR.   BETHEL*. 

Auguit  9,  1733. 
XT'ou  might  well  think  me  negligent  or  forgetful  of 
you,  if  true  friendfliip  and  fmcere  efleem  were 
to  be  meafured  by  common  forms  and  compliments. 

The 

*  Hugh  Bethel,  Efq.  was  a  gentleman  of  family  and  fortune 
in  Yorkfliire,  who  is  celebrated  in  two  fine  h'nes  in  the  Elfay  on  Man, 
b.  iv.  1.  125.  on  account  of  the  allhma  with  which  he  was  afflicted. 
The  late  Alderman  was  of  the  fame  family;  and  the  ellale  was  lately 
held  by  Capt.  C.  Codrington,  a  brother  of  Sir  William,  who  took 
the  name  of  Bethel. 
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The  truth  is,  I  could  not  write  then,  without  faying 
fomething  of  my  own  condition,  and  of  my  lofs  of  fo 
old  and  fo  deferving  a  parent,  which  really  would 
have  troubled  you ;  or  I  muft  have  kept  a  filence 
upon  that  head,  which  would  not  have  fuited  that 
freedom  and  fmcere  opening  of  the  heart  which  is 
due  to  you  from  me.  I  am  now  pretty  well ;  but 
my  home  is  uneafy  to  me  flill,  and  I  am  therefore 
wandering  about  all  this  fummer.  I  was  but  four 
days  at  Twickenham  fmce  the  occafion  that  made  it 
fo  melancholy.  I  have  been  a  fortnight  in  Elfex,  and 
am  now  at  Dawley,  (whofe  mailer  is  your  fervant,) 
and  going  to  Cirencefler  to  Lord  Bathurft.  I  fliall 
alfo  fee  Southampton  with  Lord  Peterborow.  The 
Court  and  Twit'nham  I  Ihall  forfake  together.  I  wifh 
I  did  not  leave  our  friend '',  who  deferves  more  quiet, 
and  more  health  and  happinefs,  than  can  be  found  in 
fuch  a  family.  The  reft  of  my  acquaintance  are 
tolerably  happy  in  ihcir  various  ways  of  life,  whether 
court,  country,  or  town ;  and  Mr.  Cleland  is  as  well 
in  the  Park,  as  if  he  were  in  Paradife.  I  heartily 
hope,  Yorkfliire  is  the  fame  to  you  ;  and  that  no 
evil,  moral  or  phyfical,  may  come  near  you. 

I  have  now  but  too  much  melancholy  leifure,  and 
no  other  care  but  to  finilh  my  EfTay  on  Man  :  there 
will  be  in  it  one  line  that  may  offend  you,  (I  fear,)  and 
yet  I  will  not  alter  or  omit  it,  unlefs  you  come  to 
town  and  prevent  me  before  I  print  it,  which  will  be 

in 
»»  Mrs.  B.  W. 
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in  a  fortnight  in  all  probability.  In  plain  truth,  I 
will  not  deny  niyfelf  the  greateft  plcafure  I  am  ca- 
pable of  receiving,  becaufe  another  may  have  the 
modefty  not  to  (hare  it.  It  Is  all  a  poor  poet  can  do, 
to  bear  teftiinony  to  the  virtue  he  cannot  reach  :  be- 
fuies  that,  in  this  age,  I  fee  too  few  good  Examples 
not  to  lay  hold  on  any  I  can  fmd.  You  fee  what  an. 
interefted  man  I  am.     Adieu. 


LETTER     XLVm. 
TO  i. 

September  7,  1733. 

XT-QU  cannot  think  how  melancholy  this  place 
makes  me ;  every  part  of  this  wood  puts  into 
my  mind  poor  Mr.  Gay,  with  whom  I  paifed  once  a 
great  deal  of  pleafant  time  in  it,  and  another  friend 
who  is  near  dead,  and  quite  lofl  to  us,  Dr.  Swift.  I 
really  can  find  no  enjoyment  in  the  place ;  the  fame 
fort  of  uneafinefs  as  I  find  at  Twit'nham,  whenever 
I  pafs  near  my  Mother's  room. 

I've  not  yet  writ  to  Mrs.  .  I  think  I  fliould,  but 
have  nothing  to  fay  that  will  anfwer  the  characler 
they  confider  me  in,  as  a  wit ;  bcfides,  my  eyes  grow 
very  bad,  (whatever  is  the  caufe  of  it,)  I'll  put  them 
gut  for  nobody  but  a  friend  ;  and,  I  protcfl,  it  brings 

tears 
1  Mrs.  B.  W. 
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tears  Into  them  alinoft  to  write  to  you,  when  I  think 
of  your  flate  and  mine.  I  long  to  write  to  Swift,  but 
cannot.  The  greateft  pain  I  know,  is  to  fay  things 
fo  very  fhort  of  one's  meaning,  when  the  heart  is  full. 

I  feel  the  going  out  of  life  fall  enough,  to  have  lit- 
tle appetite  left  to  make  compliments,  at  bed  ufelefs, 
and  for  the  mofl  part  unfelt  fpeeches.  'Tis  but  in  a 
very  narrow  circle  that  Friendfliip  walks  in  this  world, 
and  I  care  not  to  tread  out  of  it  more  than  I  needs 
muft  ;  knowing  well,  it  is  but  to  two  or  three  (if  quite 
fo  many)  that  any  man's  welfare,  or  memory,  can  be 
of  confequence  :  the  reft,  I  believe,  I  may  forget,  and 
be  pretty  certain  they  are  already  even,  if  not  before- 
hand with  me. 

Life,  after  the  firft  warm  heats  are  over.  Is  all  down- 
hill :  and  one  almoft  wifhes  the  journey's  end,  pro- 
vided we  were  fure  but  to  lie  down  eafy  whenever  the 
Night  fhall  overtake  us. 

I  dreamed  all  laft  night  of .     She  has  dwelt 

(a  little  more  than  perhaps  Is  right)  upon  my  fpirits : 
I  faw  a  very  deferving  gentleman  in  my  travels,  who 
has  formerly,  I  have  heard,  had  much  the  fame  mif- 
fortune  ;  and  (with  all  his  good-breeding  and  fenfe) 
ftill  bears  a  cloud  and  melancholy  caft,  that  never 
can  quite  clear  up,  in  all  his  behaviour  and  conver- 
fation.  I  know  another,  who,  I  believe,  could  pro- 
mife,  and  eafily  keep  his  word,  never  to  laugh  in  his 
life.  But  one  muft  do  one's  beft,  not  to  be  ufed  by 
the  world  as  that  poor  lady  was  by  her  fifter  j  and  not 

VOL.  VIII.  R.  feem 
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fcem  too  good,  for  fear  of  being  thought  aftccled,  or 
whimfical. 

Ir  is  a  real  truth,  that  to  the  lad  of  my  moments, 
the  tliought  of  you,  and  the  bed  of  my  wifhes  for  you, 
will  attend  vou,  told  or  untold. 

I  could  wifli  you  had  once  the  conflancy  and  re- 
folution  to  a<5l  for  yourfelf,  whether  before  or  after  I 
leave  you,  (the  only  way  I  ever  fhall  leave  you,)  you 
mud  determine  ;  but  reflect,  that  the  fird  would  make 
me,  as  well  as  yourfelf,  happier  ;  the  latter  could 
make  you  only  fo.     Adieu. 


LETTER     XLIX. 
FROM    DR.    ARBUTIIXOT. 

Hampftcacl,  July  17,  1734. 

J  LITTLE  doubt  of  your  kind  concern  for  me,  nor  of 
that  of  the  lady  you  mention.  I  have  nothing  to 
repay  my  friends  with  at  prefent,  but  prayers  and  good 
widies.  I  have  the  fatisfadion  to  find  that  I  am  as 
odicioufly  ferved  by  my  friends,  as  he  that  has  thou- 
fands  to  leave  in  legacies  ;  befides  the  aflurance  of  their 
fmcerity.  God  Almighty  has  made  my  bodily  dif- 
trefs  as  eafy  as  a  thing  of  that  nature  can  be.  I  have 
found  fome  relief,  at  lead  fonietimes,  from  the  air  of 
this  place.  My  nights  are  bad,  but  many  poor  crea- 
tures have  worfe. 

As 
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As  for  you,  my  good  friend,  I  think,  fmce  our  firfl 
acquaintance,  there  have  not  been  any  of  thofe  little 
fufpiclons  or  jealoufies  that  often  afFe£l  the  fincerefl 
friendfhips :  I  am  fure,  not  on  my  fide.  I  mud  be 
fo  fmcere  as  to  own,  that  though  I  could  not  help 
valuing  you  for  thofe  talents  which  the  v/orld  prizes, 
yet  they  were  not  the  foundation  of  my  friendfhips ; 
they  were  quite  of  another  fort ;  nor  fliall  I  at  pre- 
fent  offend  you  by  enumerating  them :  and  I  make  It 
my  lad  Requefl,  that  you  will  continue  that  Noble 
Difdain  and  Abhorrence  of  Vice,  which  you  feem 
naturally  endued  with  ;  but  (till  with  a  due  regard  to 
your  own  fafety ;  and  fludy  more  to  reform  than  chaf- 
tife*,  though  the  one  cannot  be  effected  without  the 
other. 

Lord  Bathurfl  I  have  always  honoured,  for  every 
good  quality  that  a  perfon  of  his  rank  ought  to  have  : 
pray,  give  my  refpedls  and  kindefl  wilhes  to  the 
family.  My  venifon  ftomach  is  gone,  but  I  have 
thofe  about  me,  and  often  with  me,  who  will  be  very 
glad  of  his  prefent.  If  It  is  left  at  my  houfe,  it  will 
be  tranfmitted  fafe  to  me. 

A  recovery  in  my  cafe,  and  at  my  age,  is  impofli- 

ble ;    the  kindefl  wifli  of  my  friends  is  Euthanafia. 

Living  or  dying,  I  fliall  always  be 

Your,  etc. 

*  A  very  fenfible  and  important  piece  of  advice ;  which  our 
Poet,  however,  did  not  follow,  and  gives  his  reafons  for  not  obferv- 
ing  his  excellent  friend's  falutary  admonition,  in  the  fucceeding 
Letter.     But  the  reafons  are  not  fo  folid  as  the  admonition. 

R  2 
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LETTER     L. 

TO   DP.    ARDUTHNOT. 

July  26,  1734. 
1   THANK  you   for  your  letter,  which  has  all  thofe 

genuine  marks  of  a  good  mind  by  which  I  have 
ever  diftinguiflied  yours,  and  for  which  I  have  fo 
long  loved  you.  Our  friendfliip  has  been  conflant ; 
becaufe  it  was  grounded  on  good  principles,  and 
therefore  not  only  uninterrupted  by  any  Diftruft,  but 
by  any  Vanity,  much  lefs  any  Interefl:. 

What  you  recommend  to  me  with  the  folcmnity  of 
a  Lafl  Requefl:,  fhall  have  its  due  weight  with  me. 
That  Difdain  and  Indignation  againfl  Vice,  is  (I  thank 
God)  the  only  difdain  and  indignation  I  have :  It  is 
fmcere,  and  it  will  be  a  lading  one.  But  fure  it  is 
as  impoflible  to  have  a  jufl  abhorrence  of  Vice,  with- 
out hating  the  Vicious,  as  to  bear  a  true  love  for  Vir- 
tue, without  loving  the  Good.  To  reform  and  not 
to  chaftife,  I  am  afraid,  is  impoflible ;  and  that  the 
bed  precepts,  as  well  as  the  befl:  Laws,  would  prove 
of  fmall  ufe,  if  there  were  no  Examples  to  enforce 
them.  To  attack  Vices  in  the  abflraft,  without 
touching  Perfons,  may  be  fafe  fighting  indeed,  but  it 
is  fighting  with  fliadows.  General  propofitions  are 
obfcure,  mifly,  and  uncertain,  compared  with  plain, 
full,  and  home  Examples:  Precepts  only  apply  to  our 
Rcafon,  which  in  molt  men  is  but  weak:  Examples 

are 
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are  pictures,  and  ftrike  the  Senfes,  nay  raife  the  Paf- 
lions,  and  call  in  thofe  (the  ftrongeft  and  mod  gene- 
ral of  all  motives)  to  the  aid  of  reformation.  Every 
vicious  man  makes  the  cafe  his  own ;  and  that  is  the 
only  way  by  which  fuch  men  can  be  affecled,  much 
iefs  deterred.  So  that  to  chaftife  is  to  reform.  The 
only  fign  by  which  I  found  my  writings  ever  did  any 
good,  or  had  any  weight,  has  been  that  they  raifed  the 
anger  of  bad  men.  And  my  greateft  comfort,  and 
encouragement  to  proceed,  has  been  to  fee,  that  thofe 
who  have  no  fhame,  and  no  fear  of  any  thing  elfe, 
have  appeared  touched  by  my  Satires. 

As  to  your  kind  concern  for  my  Safety,  I  can  guefs 
what  occafions  it  at  this  time.  Some  Characters  ^  I 
have  drawn  are  fuch,  that  if  there  be  any  who  de- 
ferve  them,  'tis  evidently  a  fervice  to  manldnd  to 
point  thofe  men  out ;  yet  fuch  as^  if  all  the  world 
gave  them,  none,  I  think,  will  own  they  take  to  them- 
felves.  But  if  they  fhould,  thofe  of  whom  all  the 
world  think  in  fuch  a  manner,  muft  be  men  I  cannot 
fear.  Such  in  particular  as  have  the  meannefs  to  do 
mifchiefs  in  the  dark,  have  feldom  the  courage  to  juf- 
tify  them  in  the  face  of  the  day ;  the  talents  that 
make  a  Cheat  or  a  Whifperer,  are  not  the  fame  that 
qualify  a  man  for  an  Infulter  :  and  as  to  private  vil- 
lany,  it  is  not  fo  fafe  to  join  in  an  Affaffination,  as  in 

a  Libel. 

^  The  Charader  of  Sporus  in  the  Epillle  to  Dr.  Arbuth- 
cot.  W. 
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a  Libel '.  I  will  confult  my  fafety  fo  far  as  I  think 
becomes  a  prudent  man  :  but  not  fo  far  as  lO  omit 
any  thing  which  I  think  becomes  an  honeft  one.  As 
to  perfonal  attacks  beyond  the  law,  every  man  is  lia- 
ble to  them ;  as  for  danger  within  the  law,  I  am  not 
guilty  enough  to  fear  any.  For  the  good  opinion  of 
all  the  world,  I  know,  it  is  not  to  be  had  :  for  that  of 
worthy  men,  I  hope  I  fliall  not  forfeit  it ;  for  that  of 
the  Great,  or  thofe  in  power,  I  may  wifh  I  had  it ; 
but  if  through  mifreprefentations  (too  common  about 
perfons  in  that  flation)  I  have  it  not,  I  fhall  be  forry, 
but  not  miferable  in  the  want  of  it. 

It  is  certain,  much  freer  Satirifts  than  I  have  en- 
joyed the  encouragement  and  protection  of  the 
Princes  under  whom  they  lived.  Auguftus  and  Mae- 
cenas made  Horace  their  companion,  though  he  had 
been  in  arms  on  the  fide  of  Brutus ;  and,  allow  me 
to  remark,  it  was  out  of  the  fuftering  Party  too,  that 
they  favoured  and  diftinguifhed  Virgil.  You  will  not 
fufpeft  me  of  comparing  myfelf  with  Virgil  and  Ho- 
race, nor  even  with  another  Court-favourite,  Boileau. 
I  have  always  been  too  modefl  to  imagine  my  Pane- 
gyrics were  incenfe  worthy  of  a  Court  j  and  that,  I 
hope,  will  be  thought  the  true  rcafon  why  I  have 
never  offered  any.  I  would  only  have  obferved,  that 
it  was  under  the  greateft  Princes  and  bell  Miniflers, 
that  moral  Satirifts  were  moft  encouraged  j  and  that 
then  poets  excrcifcd  the  fame  jurifdidion  over  the  Fol- 
lies, 

*  Sec  the  Lctltr  to  a  Noble  Lord,  vol.  iii.  p.  339.  W. 
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lies,  as  HIilorians  did  over  the  Vices  of  men.  It  may 
alfo  be  worth  confidering,  whether  Auguftus  himfelf 
makes  the  greater  figure,  in  the  writings  of  the 
former,  or  of  the  latter  ?  and  whether  Nero  and  Do- 
mitian  do  not  appear  as  ridiculous  for  their  falfe  Tafle 
and  Affedation,  in  Perfms  and  Juvenal,  as  odious  for 
their  bad  Government  in  Tacitus  and  Suetonius  ?  In 
the  firfi:  of  thefe  reigns  it  was,  that  Horace  was  pro- 
tected and  carefTed :  and  in  the  latter  that  Lucan  was 
put  to  death  *,  and  Juvenal  banifhed. 

I  would  not  have  faid  fo  much,  but  to  fhew  you  my 
whole  heart  on  this  fubject ;  and  to  convince  you,  I 
am  deliberately  bent  to  perform  that  Requeft  which 
you  make  your  lall  to  me,  and  to  perform  it  with 
Temper,  Juftice,  and  Refolution.  As  your  Appro- 
bation (being  the  teflimony  of  a  found  head  and  an 
honeft  heart)  does  greatly  confirm  me  herein,  I  wifh 
you  may  live  to  fee  the  efFe6l  it  may  hereafter  have 
upon  me,  in  fomething  more  deferving  of  that  appro- 
bation. But  if  it  be  the  Will  of  God  (which,  I  know, 
will  alfo  be  yours)  that  we  mud;  feparate,  I  hope  it  will 
be  better  for  You  than  it  can  be  for  me.  You  are  fitter 

to 

*  We  muft  be  compelled  to  own,  that  the  integrity  of  Lucan 
and  ywoenal,  though  not  their  Genius,  was  {"uperior  to  that  of 
Horace  and  Virgil ;  and  that  the  Death  of  one,  and  the  Exile  of 
the  other,  confers  on  them  more  real  honour,  than  all  the  favors 
lavifhed  on  the  other  two  great  Court  Poets.  Lucan,  notwith- 
ilanding  Quintilian  thinks  he  ought  to  be  numbered  rather 
among  Hiflorians  than  Poets,  is  a  writer  that  abounds  in  new 
and  noble  images,  and  in  manly,  patriotic  fentiments. 
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to  live,  or  to  die,  than  any  man  I  know.  Adieu,  my 
dear  friend  !  and  may  God  preferve  your  life  eafy,  or 
make  your  dcatli  happy '". 


LETTER     LL 
1\IR.   MALLET   TO   LORD   BOLINGBROKE. 

XX THAT  you  are  pleafed  to  obferve  concerning  the 
work  I  am  engaged  in,  (the  Life  of  Marl- 
borough,) is  a  truth  never  out  of  my  thoughts  5 
whether  I  am  alone  or  in  company.  AVhen  I  am 
obliged  to  mix  with  the  very  futile  converfation  of 
the  dullefl  of  mankind,  thofe  who  think  and  talk 
only  from  Magazines  and  Newfpapers,  even  then,  the 
recalling  from  time  to  time  what  I  have  learnt  from 
your  Lordfliip's  converfation,  preferves  the  tone  of 
my  mind,  and  brings  up  thofe  trains  of  ideas  which 
your  Lordfhip's  converfation  has  impreffed  deeply.  But 
I  am  haflcning  home,  to  give  myfelf  up  entirely  to 
what  will  require  all  my  application,  as  well  as  my 
fevered  attention ;  and  next  week  I  propofe  myfelf 
the  honour  of  kifllng  your  Lordfliip's  hands  at 
Batterfea. 

Every   mark  of  the  fricndfliip    your    Lordfliip    is 
pleafed  to  honour  me  with,  will  be  received  by  mc 

with 

«  This  excellent  pcrfon  died  Feb.  1734-5. 
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with  equal  regard  and  fatisfadion.  Nor  can  it  be 
otherwife.  No  man  ever  reverenced  the  virtues,  or 
admired  the  talents  of  another,  more  fmcerely  than  I 
admire  thofe  which  place  you  at  the  head  of  all  your 
contemporaries  ;  and  yet  (for  the  fake  of  my  country) 
I  could  almoft  wifh  (I  know  your  Lordfliip  does 
heartily)  that  I  had  reafon  to  Ihare  this  veneration, 
amongft  many,  which  is  almofl  confined  to  one. 

Warburton's  impudent  edition  (for  he  has  enlarged 
into  7iine  'volumes  what  the  Author  could  but  juft  with 
fome  art  fpin  YViXofix)  I  ran  over  during  the  two  days 
I  have  ftay'd  in  Bath,  and  I  entirely  agree  with  what 
your  Lordfhip  has  refolved  upon  it.  He  has  not  only 
changed  the  fituation  of  many  verfes  in  his  Author, 
but  has  certainly  fathered  upon  him  fome  of  his  own, 
I  know  them  by  the  mark  of  the  beaft. 

ExtraEl  of  a  Letter  of  Dr.  Warburton, 

"  With  regard  to  Mr.  Mallet's  declaration,  there 
"  is  only  one  way  to  convince  me  he  is  not  the  Au- 
"  thor  of  that  infamous  Libel,  which  is,  by  taking  an 
"  opportunity  of  difowning  it  publicly.  I  think  my 
"  honour  concerned  that  it  be  publicly  known,  that  I 
"  had  no  hand  in  the  Letter  to  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
"  merely  on  account  of  the  Apollo  Story,  and  I  lliall 
"  do  it  on  the  firft  occafion.  If  Mr.  M.  does  not  do 
"  the  fame  with  regard  to  this  Libel,  I  fhall  confider 
^'  him  as  the  Author  of  it,  and  aft  in  confequence  of 

«  this 
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"  this  belief.  This  I  defirc  you  would  let  Mr.  IMallet 
"  know,  and,  if  he  chufes,  let  him  have  a  tranfcript 
*'  of  what  I  here  fay.'*  On  the  back  of  the  copy  of 
of  this  Tetter  Mr.  Mallet  wrote,  "  N.  B.  I  never  took 
*'  the  flighteft  notice  of  this  impudent  and  fillv  thrcaten- 
*'  ing  Letter  from  Warburton.  The  writer  I  had  no 
"  reafon  to  be  afraid  of — the  man  I  abhorred.  A 
*'  head  filled  with  paradoxes  unproved  and  unprovc- 
**  able ;  a  heart  overflowing  with  virulence  and  the 
*'  mofl  fludious  malice.  N.  B.  I  never  wrote  a 
*'  pamphlet,  nor  a  fentence  in  any  pamphlet,  concern- 
"  ing  this  wrong-headed  dogmatical  pedant.'* 


LETTER     LIL 
FROM  MR.  GAY  TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON    THE    THREE    HOURS    AFTER    MARRIAGE. 

Dear  Pope, 

^Tpoo  late  I  fee,  and  confefs  myfelf  miftakcn  in  rcla. 
tion  to  the  Comedy ;  yet  I  do  not  think,  had  I 
followed  your  advice,  and  only  introduced  the  mum- 
my, that  the  abfcnce  of  the  crocodile  had  faved  it. 
I  can't  help  laughing  myfelf,  (though  the  vulgar  do 
not  confider  it  was  defigned  to  look  ridiculous,)  to 
think  how  the  poor  monftcr  and  mummy  were  dafhed 
at  their  reception  ;  and  when  the  cry  was  loudefl,  I 

thought 
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thought  that  if  the  thing  had  been  written  by  another, 
I  Ihould  have  deemed  the  town  in  fome  meafure  mif- 
taken ;  and  as  to  your  apprehenfion  that  this  may  do 
us  future  injury,  do  not  think  of  it ;  the  Doftor  has  a 
more  valuable  name  than  can  be  hurt  by  any  thing  of 
this  nature,  and  yours  is  doubly  fafe.  I  will,  if  any 
fhame  there  be,  take  it  all  to  myfelf,  and  indeed  I 
ought,  the  motion  being  firil  mine,  and  never  heartily 
approved  by  you. 


LETTER     LIIL 

J  WILL  not  defcribe  Blenheim  in  particular,  not  to 
foreltal  your  expectations  before  you  fee  it :  only 
take  a  Ihort  account,  which,  I  will  hazard  my  little 
credit,  is  no  unjuft  one.  I  never  faw  fo  great  a  thing 
with  fo  much  littlenefs  in  it :  I  think  the  archited 
built  it  entirely  in  complaifance  to  the  tafte  of  its 
owners  ;  for  it  is  the  moft  inhofpitable  thing  imagin- 
able, and  the  mofl  felfifh  :  it  has,  like  their  own 
hearts,  no  room  for  flrangers,  and  no  reception  for 
any  perfon  of  fuperior  quality  to  themfelves.  There 
are  but  jufl  two  apartments,  for  the  mafter  and  mif- 
trefs,  below;  and  but  two  apartments  above,  (very 
much  inferior  to  them)  in  the  whole  houfe.  When 
you  look  upon  the  outfide,  you'd  think  it  large  enough 
for  a  prince  ;  when  you  fee  the  infide,  it  is  too  little 

for 
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for  a  fubjecl ;  and  has  not  convenicncy  to  lodge  a 
common  family.  It  h  a  houfe  of  entries  and  paflages; 
among  which  there  arc  three  vifta's  through  the  whole, 
very  ufclelsly  handfomc.  There  is  what  might  have 
been  a  fine  gallery,  but  fpoiled  by  two  arches  towards 
the  end  of  it,  wliich  take  away  the  fight  of  feveral  of 
the  windows.  There  are  two  ordinary  flair-cafes 
inftead  of  one  great  one.  The  bell  things  within  the 
houfe  are  the  hall,  which  is  indeed  noble  and  well 
proportioned ;  and  the  cellars  and  offices  under- 
ground, which  are  the  moft  conmiodious,  and  the 
befl  contrived  of  the  whole.  At  the  top  of  the  build- 
ing are  feveral  cupola's  and  little  turrets,  that  have  but 
an  ill  effetl,  and  make  the  building  look  at  once  finical 
and  heavy.  What  feems  of  the  befl  tafle,  is  that  front 
towards  the  gardens,  which  is  not  yet  loaded  with 
thefe  turrets.  The  two  fides  of  the  buildincc  are  en- 
tirely  fpoiled  by  two  monflrous  bow-windows,  which 
fland  jufl  in  the  middle,  inftead  of  doors :  and,  as  if 
it  were  fatal,  that  fome  trifling  littlenefs  fliould  every 
where  deflroy  the  grandeur,  there  are  in  the  chief 
front  two  femi-circles  of  a  lower  flruclure  than  the 
refl,  that  cut  off  the  angles,  and  look  as  if  they  were 
purpofely  defigned  to  hide  a  loftier  and  nobler  piece  of 
building,  the  top  of  which  appears  above  them.  In  a 
word,  the  whole  is  a  mofl  expcnfive  abfurdity  ;  and 
the  Duke  of  Shrewfbury.  gave  a  true  charader  of  it, 
when  he  fiiid,  it  was  a  great  quarry  of  flones  above 
ground. 

We 
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We  paid  a  vifit  to  the  Spring  where  Rofamond 
bathed  herfelf ;  on  a  hill,  where  remains  only  a  piece 
of  a  wall  of  the  old  palace  of  Henry  II.  We  toafted 
her  fhade  in  the  cold  water,  not  without  a  thought 
or  two,  fcarce  fo  cold  as  the  liquor  we  drank  it  in. 
I  dare  not  tell  you  what  they  were,  and  fo  haften  to 
conclude,  ] 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LIV. 
MR.  POPE   TO  LORD   OXFORD. 

My  Lord,  September  22,  1732. 

T  T  was  a  grief  to  me  not  to  be  able  to  fnatch  one 
day  more  to  be  happy  with  you,  before  you  left 
the  town  ;  and  it  added  to  the  vexation,  when  I  found 
myfelf,  within  a  week  after,  obliged  to  do  that  for 
bufmefs  which  I  could  not  for  pleafure,  for  I  was  kept 
four  days  there,  iniilta  ge?nens.  I  am  extremely  fenfible, 
my  Lord,  of  the  many  great  diftind:ions  you  have 
Ihewn  me,  the  original  of  all  which  I  attributed  to 
your  piety  to  your  father,  for  whom  my  refpecl  was 
too  fmcere  to  be  exprefl  in  poetry  :  and  if,  from  the 
continuance  of  your  good  opinion  I  may  derive  fome 
imagination  that  you  thought  me  not  a  worfe  man 
than  a  poet,  it  is  a  greater  obligation  to  me  perfonally, 

than 
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than  even  the  other.  I  hope  my  having  taken  an  op- 
portunity, the  only  way  my  poor  abilities  can,  of  tell- 
ing all  men  I  no  lefs  efteeni  and  love  the  fon,  will  not 
be  ungrateful  to  you,  or  quite  difpleafmg.  If  any  ob- 
jection to  the  manner  of  it  occur  to  your  Lordfhip,  I 
depend  on  you,  both  as  a  friend  and  a  judge,  to  tell 
me  fo.  Other  wife  I  will  interpret  your  filence  as  a 
confent  to  let  me  acquaint  every  body  that  I  am, 
(what  I  truly  feel  myfelf )  my  Lord,  your  ever  af- 
fectionate and  obligjed  humble  fcrvant. 

My  Lady  and  Lady  IMargaret  don't  know  how 
much  I  am  theirs,  unlefs  your  Lordfhip  will  tell  them 
you  believe  it  of  me ;  and  my  poor  old  woman 
heartily  (though  feebly)  exprefles  her  fervice  to 
you  all. 


LETTER     LV. 

TO   THE   SAME. 

My  Lord,  Oaober  20,  1733. 

T  AM  returned  a  week  fmce  from  my  Lord  Peterborow, 
with  whom  I  pall  three  weeks  as  agreeably  and  as 
healthfully  as  I  ever  did  in  my  life.  I  was  not  a  little 
difappointed  to  find  your  Lordfliip  in  London,  though, 
confidering  the  fine  weather,  and  how  late  in  the  fea- 
4  fon 
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fon  you  enjoyed  it,  I  ought  not  to  lament  an  abfence 
which  mud  both  give  you  health  and  pleafure.  Your 
houfe  I  found  totally  at  my  fervice,  and  took  up  my 
choice  flike  a  young  and  ambitious  man)  in  no  room 
of  it  but  Lady  Margaret's.  How  much  might  I  fay 
upon  that  fubjecl,  were  I  a  poet !  but  the  misfortune 
of  being  what  feldom  confifts  with  that  charader,  a 
bafliful  and  backward  man,  keeps  me  filent.  I  fliall 
be  little  in  town  (if  at  all)  till  your  return,  and,  in 
truth,  fmce  I  came  home,  I  have  had  my  health  fo  ill, 
that  I  mufl  in  a  manner  live  by  myfelf ;  and  think  I 
mufl  either  lead  fuch  a  life  as  I  did  at  Southampton, 
which  is  inconfiflent  with  a  town  life,  or  lock  myfelf 
up  from  all  converfible  hours  while  I  am  in  town.  I 
beg  to  hear  a  line  of  your  fatisfaftions  and  amufe- 
ments,  for  of  your  date  of  health  I  am  daily  informed 
by  your  honeft  porter  :  but  the  other  he  knows  not, 
and  I  am  not  quite  contented  without  it.  That  all  en- 
joyments may  be  yours,  and  all  good  things  attend 
your  whole  worthy  family,  is  the  fmcere  prayer  al- 
ways of,  my  Lord,  your  faith  fulled  fervant. 
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L  E  T  T  E  R     LVr. 
TO  THE   SAME. 

My  Lord,  December  26,  1733. 

T  siNCi-RKi.v  wifli  yourfelf,  Lady  Oxford,  and  Lady 
"■-  Margaret,  the  happiefl  New  Years  to  come.  I 
have  fo  many  things  to  tell  you,  that  I  can  tell  you 
none,  and  therefore  I  am  inclined  not  to  write  at  all. 
Whatever  I  can  fay  of  my  zealous  defires  for  your 
felicity,  is  fhort  of  the  truth ;  and  as  to  the  reft,  it  is 
too  long  a  flory  to  begin  till  I  have  the  pleafure  to 
meet  your  Lordfhip,  and  can  at  the  fame  time  make 
an  end  of  it. 

This  I  writ  a  week  ago,  and  having  nothing  more 
material  to  fay,  was  afhamed  to  fend  it.  But  feeing 
they  can't  tell  me  when  you  return  to  town,  I  was 
refolved  not  to  let  the  feafon  pafs  without  fending 
you  all  this  poor  wifh  at  leaft.  I  hope  my  Lady 
Oxford  is  perfectly  well,  though  I  heard  flie  has  not 
been  fo,  notwithftanding  your  porter  has  often  told 
me  all  was  well  at  Wimpole.  Believe  me  to  be  with 
the  trucfl:  efteem  and  unalterable  fmcerity,  my  Lord, 
your  Lordfliip's  mod  obedient,  affedionate,  and 
obliged  fervant. 

If  Lord  Duplin  be  with  you,  I  hope  he  will  accept 
my  humble  ferviccs. 
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LETTER     LVn. 
TO   JOHN   VANDR,   BEMPDEN,   ESQ^  Present. 
SIR,  Thurfday. 

T  T  PON  what  you  told  me  when  I  was  lafi:  to  wait  on 
you,  I  deferred  treating  further  for  the  rent- 
charge,  till  you  could  be  more  certain  what  fum  you 
could  conveniently  raife  in  prefent,  towards  the  pur-* 
chafe.  If  there  were  only  3  or  400I.  wanting, 
we  would  take  your  bond ;  for  as  to  a  mortgage  on 
the  rent-charge,  my  father  is  not  qualified  to  take  it ; 
for  by  an  Ad;  of  Parliament  he  cannot  buy  land, 
though  he  may  fell.  However,  if  you  defire  to  make 
the  purchafe  foon,  I  believe  I  have  a  friend  who  will 
lend  you  the  loool.  on  the  fame  fecurity  you  offer  us. 
If  you  have  any  other  fcruple,  you'll  pleafe  to  tell  it 
me  fairly  ;  but  if  this  purchafe  be  convenient  to  you, 
we  {hall  think  of  treating  with  no  other,  and  be  ready 
upon  your  anfwer  ;  fmce  I  think  what  I  here  propofe, 
entirely  accommodates  all  the  difficulty  you  feem  to 
be  at.    I  am.  Sir, 

Your,  etc 


VOL.  vili. 
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LETTER     LVIIL 

TO    MR.    JERVAS. 

No  date. 
T  BEG  you  to  let  me  know  if  you  have  any  thoughts 

of  your  Devonfhire  journey  this  fuuimer.  If  you 
have,  I  will  flay  for  you,  and  let  Mr.  Fortefcue  and 
Gay  travel  together.  This  refolution  mufl  be  made 
with  fome  hafte,  becaufe  they  go  next  week,  and  I 
fliall  want  time  to  prepare.  I  thought  Mrs.  Cecil  had 
receipts  before.  The  names  of  Lady  Ranelagh 
and  Lady  Cavendifh  were  inferted  long  fmce  in 
the  lift. 

You  may  tell  Mr.  Rollinfon  that  Gay  was  not  fure 
he  fliould  go  to  Lord  Bolingbroke's  when  he  canie 
hither ;  or  help  him  to  fome  excufe,  for  his  ncglecl 
was  fcandalous,  and  has  given  him  much  vexation 
of  fpirit. 

I  fhould  have  been  glad  to  have  had  the  Report  of 
the  Committee,  and  have  fmce  writ  to  Lintott  for 
it.  If  the  Whigs  now  lliy,  ihat  B.  is  the  hero  of  my 
preface,  the  Tories  faid  (you  may  remember)  three 
years  ago,  that  Cato  was  the  hero  of  my  poetry.  It 
looks  generous  enough  to  be  always  on  the  fide  of  the 
diftreifed ;  and  my  patrons  of  the  other  party  may 
expect  great  panegyrics  from  me  when  they  come  to 
be  impeached  by  the  future  party  rage  of  their  oppo- 
nents. 
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nents.  To  compliment  thofe  who  are  dead  in  law^ 
is  as  much  above  the  imputation  of  flattery,  as  Tic- 
kell  fays  it  is,  to  compliment  thofe  who  are  really 
dead.  And  perhaps  too  there  is  as  much  'vanity  in 
my  praifing  Bolingbroke,  as  in  his  praifmg  Halifax. 
No  people  in  the  world  are  fo  apt  to  give  themfelves 
airs  as  authors. 

I  have  received  the  report,  but  have  not  yet  had 
time  to  read  any  of  it.  I  have  gone  through  the  5th, 
6th,  and  7th  books,  except  a  fmall  part  of  the  latter 
end  of  the  6th. — Pray  tell  me  if  you  hear  any  thing 
faid  about  Mr.  Tickell's,  or  my  tranflation,  if  the 
town  be  not  too  much  taken  up  with  great  affairs,  to 
take  any  notice  of  either. 

I  hold  the  refolution  I  told  you  in  my  laft,  of  fee- 
ing you  if  you  cannot  take  a  trip  hither  before  I  go. 
But  I  would  fain  flatter  myfelf  fo  far  as  to  fancy  we 
might  travel  together.  Pray  give  me  a  line  by  Satur- 
day's poft. 

I  am  at  all  times,  and  in  all  reigns,  whatever  be  the 
fate  of  the  world,  or  of  myfelf,  fmcerely  and  affec- 
tionately. Dear  Mr.  Jervas, 

Yours,  etc. 

All  here  mofl  truly  your  fervants. 


s  2 
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LETTER     LIX. 

TO   JABEZ   HUGHES*,    ESQ^ 
SIR, 
T   HAVE  read  over  again  your  brother's  playf,  with 
more  concern  and  forrow  than  I  ever  felt  in  the 
reading  any  tragedy. 

The  real  lofs  of  a  good  man  may  be  called  a  diflrefs 
to  the  world,  and  ought  to  affect  us  more  than  any 
feigned  or  ancient  diftrefs,  how  finely  drawn  foever. 

I  am  glad  of  an  occafion  to  give  you,  under  my 
hand,  this  teftimony,  boih  how  excellent  I  think  this 
work  to  be,  and  how  excellent  I  thought  the  author. 

I  am,  etc. 


I 


LETTER     LX. 
TO    MR.    DENNIS. 

SIR,  May  3,  i-jzt. 

CALLF.D  to  receive  the  two  books  of  your  letters  § 
from  Mr.  Congreve,  and  have  left  with  him  the 

little 


*  This  Letter  to  Mr.  Hughes,  with  the  excellent  chamber  of 
his  deceafc'd  brother,  being  fo  contradictory  to  one  addrefltd  to 
Dean  Swift,  in  which  he  fays,  The  author  of  the  Siege  of  Da- 
mafcus  was  of  the  elafs  of  the  mediociibus  in  profe  and  verfc, 
made  it  neceffar)'  to  fink  the  firll. 

f  The  Siege  of  Damafcus,  written  by  John  Hughes,  Efq.  who 
died  Feb.  17,  1719,  the  firft  night  of  its  reprefentation. 

§  Thcfe  books  were  intitled.  Original  Letters,  familiar, 
mural,  and  critical.      In  two  volumes  bvo. 
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little  money  I  am  in  your  debt.     I  look  upon  myfelf 

to  be  much  more  fo,  for  the  "  omiffions  you  have 

*'  been  pleafed  to  make  in  thofe  Letters  in  my  favour, 

"  and  fmcerely  join  with  you  in  the  defire,  that  not 

"  the  lead  traces  may  remain  of  that  difference  be- 

"  tween  us,  which  indeed  I  am  sorry  for."     You 

may  therefore  believe  me,  without  either  ceremony  or 

falfenefs,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LXI. 

TO    HIS     FATHER. 

Dear  Sir, 

>His  is  to  beg  you  would  enquire  of  Mrs.  Clark,  if 
flie  will  board  a  family  for  the  fummer  in  her 
houfe,  and  at  what  rate  ?  Be  pleafed  alfo  to  afk  at 
the  houfe  over  againft  ours,  Mr.  Gafcoin's  filler,  if 
fhe  will  board,  &c.  and  how  many  beds  there  are  to 
be  let  there,  and  the  loweft  rate  ?  and  fend  word  by 
the  firft  port:  you  can  to  me.  I  am  very  well,  and 
beg  you  both  to  believe  me  moll  affeftionately, 

Your,  etc. 


^3 
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LETTER     LXIL 

TO   THE   SAME. 

Dear  Sir, 
Y  HAVE  recovered  the  ten  guineas  at  Sir  Richard 
'*'  Hoare's,  Dr.  Arbuthnot  lays,  fince  my  mother  is 
better,  to  cure  the  bitternefs  fhe  complains  of,  flie 
Ihould  chew  rhubarb  and  fnake-root,  about  half  a 
dram  each  morning,  for  two  or  three  days,  inflead  of 
a  vomit.  But  if  (lie  will  venture  a  vomit,  not.  Car- 
duus  tea  can  do  no  harm,  even  if  Ihe  fliould  not 
vomit, 

I  have  fold  500I.  at  locl.  which  was  bad  luck, 
fmce  it  might  have  been  parted  with  yefterday  and 
to-day  at  loil.  and  a  half.  I  hope  foon  to  fee  you, 
but  defire  an  account  how  my  mother  does,  and  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LXm. 
TO     HIS     BROTHER. 
Dear  Brf)lhcr,  Saturday. 

T  HOPE  to  be  with   you  on  Monday  next  :  if  you 

don't  fee  me  that  night,  I  defire  you  to  fend  a  man 

and  horfc  (fuch  a  one  as  I  may  ride  fafcly)  on  Tu^.f- 

day 
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day  morning  to  the  Toy  by  Hampton  Court  gate  by 
ten  o'clock,  and  I  will  not  fail  to  wait  upon  you ; 
which  being  all  the  bufmefs  of  this  letter,  I  fhall  add 
no  more,  than  that  I  am  my  fjfler's  and 

Yours  mofl  affeclionately. 


LETTER     LXIV. 
TO  HIS   SISTER. 

Dear  Sifter,  Twickenham,  Auguft  I. 

HE  bufmefs  of  this  is  to  acquaint  you  with  my  in- 
tentions of  fending  for  you  with  the  chariot  on 
Thurfday  or  Friday  next,  in  order  to  get  you  hither. 
I  have  named  the  lateft  day  that  I  could  poffibly  allow 
you  to  ftay  from  us,  being  obliged  to  lend  the  cha- 
riot upon  a  journey  on  Saturday.  We  will  take  no 
denial,  and  therefore  expeft  no  excufe,  or  anfwer  to 
the  contrary,  from  you.  If  I  hear  nothing  (as  I  hope 
I  fhan't)  it  Ihall  certamly  come  one  of  the  days  aforcr 
faid :  fo  pray  be  in  readinefs.  My  hearty  love  to 
you  both,  and  my  mother's  kindeft  remembrances. 
I  am  always,  dear  fifter, 

Your,  etc. 


s  4 
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LETTER     LXV. 
FROM   MRS.    IM.   BLOUNT. 

SIR,  Sunday  Morning. 

TV  yTY  fifter  and  I  fhall  be  at  home  all  clay  :  if  any 
company  come  that  you  don't  like,  Ell  go  up 
into  any  room  with  you:   I  hope  we  fliall  fee  you. 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER     LXVI. 
TO  MR.    GAY. 

Dear  Mr.  Gay, 

A  BovE  all  other  news,  fend  us  the  befl:,  that  of 
your  good  health,  if  you  enjoy  it ;  which  Mr. 
liarcourt  made  us  very  much  fear.  If  you  have  any 
defign  either  to  amend  your  health,  or  your  life,  I 
know  no  better  expedient  than  to  come  hither,  where 
you  fliould  not  want  room  though  I  lay  myfelf  in  a 
truckle-bed  under  the  Do(5lor.  You  might  here  con- 
verfe  with  the  old  Greeks,  be  initiated  into  all  their 
cuftoms,  and  learn  their  prayers  by  heart  as  \\c  have 
done:  the  Doclor,  lafl  Sunday,  intending  to  fay  Our 
Father,  was  got  halfway  in  Chryfes*  prayer  to  Apollo. 
The  ill  effeds  of  contenlion  and  fquabbling,  fo  lively 

defcribcci 
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defcribed  in  the  firft  Iliad,  make  Dr.  Parnelle  and  my* 
felf  continue  in  the  moft  exemplary  union  in  every 
thing.  We  deferve  to  be  worlhipped  by  all  the  poor, 
divided,  faflious,  interelled  poets  of  this  w^orld. 

As  we  rife  in  our  fpeculations  daily,  we  are  grown 
fo  grave,  that  we  have  not  condefcended  to  laugh  at 
any  of  the  idle  things  about  us  this  week :  I  have  con- 
tracted a  feverity  of  afped  from  deep  meditation  on 
high  fubjecls,  equal  to  the  formidable  front  of  black* 
browed  Jupiter,  and  become  an  awful  nod  as  well, 
when  I  affent  to  fome  grave  and  weighty  propofition 
of  the  Doctor,  or  inforce  a  criticifm  of  my  own.  In 
a  word,  Y — g  himfelf  has  not  acquired  more  tragic 
majefhy  in  his  afpe6l  by  reading  his  own  verfes,  than  I 
by  Homer's. 

in  this  ftate  I  cannot  confent  to  your  pubHcation  of 
that  ludicrous  trifling  burlefque  you  write  about.  Dr. 
Parnelle  alfo  joins  in  my  opinion,  that  it  will  by  no 
means  be  well  to  print  it. 

Pray  give  (with  the  utmoft  fidelity  and  efteem)  my 
hearty  fervice  to  the  Dean,  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  Mr.  Ford, 
and  to  Mr.  Fortefcue.  Let  them  alfo  know  at  But- 
ton's that  I  am  mindful  of  them.  I  am,  divine  Bu- 
coliafl ! 

Thy  loving  Countryman 
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LETTER     LXVIL 

TO   THE  SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  oaober  25. 

T  HAVE  been  perpetually  troubled  with   ficknefs  of 

late,  which  has  made  me  fo  melancholy,  that  the 
immortality  of  the  foul  has  been  my  conftant  fpecu- 
lation,  as  the  mortality  of  my  body  my  conflant 
plague.  In  good  earneft,  Seneca  is  nothing  to  a  fit 
of  illnefs. 

Dr.  Parnelle  will  honour  Tonfon's  Mifcellany  with 
fome  very  beautiful  copies,  at  my  requcfl.  He  enters 
heartily  into  our  defign :  I  only  fear  his  flay  in  town 
may  chance  to  be  but  fliort.  Dr.  Swift  much  ap- 
proves what  I  propofed,  even  to  the  very  title,  which 
I  defign  fliall  be,  Tbe  Works  of  th.'  Unlearned^  pub- 
lifhed  monthly,  in  which  whatever  book  appears  that 
deferves  praife,  fhall  be  depreciated  ironically,  and  in 
the  fame  manner  that  modern  critics  take  to  under- 
value works  of  value,  and  to  commend  the  high  pro- 
dudions  of  Grub-flreet. 

I  fliall  go  into  the  country  about  a  month  hence, 
and  fliall  then  dcfire  to  take  along  with  me  your 
poem  of  the  Fan,  to  confider  it  at  full  leifure.  I  am 
deeply  engaged  in  poetry,  the  particulars  whereof 
Ihall  be  deferred  till  we  meet. 

I  am  very  defirous  of  feeing  Mr.  Fortefcue  when 
he  comes  to  town,  before  his  journey ;  if  you  can 

any 
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any  way  acquaint  him  of  my  defire,  I  believe  his 
good-nature  will  contrive  a  way  for  our  meeting.  I 
am  ever,  with  all  fmcerity,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    LXVm. 
FROM  HIS   MOTHER. 

My  Deare,  Tuefday,  12  o'clock. 

Letter  from  your  fifter  yuft  now  is  come  and 
gone,  Mr.  Mannocli  and  Charls  Rackitt,  to  take 
his  leve  of  us,  but  being  nothing  in  it  doe  not  fend  it. 
He  will  not  faile  to  cole  here  on  Friday  morning,  and 
take  ceare  to  cearrie  itt  to  Mr.  Thomas  Doncafler. 
He  ihall  dine  wone  day  with  Mrs.  Dune,  In  Ducke- 
flreet  j  but  the  day  will  be  unfirton,  foe  I  thinck  you 
had  better  to  fend  itt  to  me.  He  will  not  faile  to 
cole  here,  that  Is  Mr.  Mannock.  Your  fifter  is  very 
well,  but  your  brother  is  not.  Theres  Mr.  Blunt,  of 
7napill  Diirojn,  Is  ded ;  the  fame  day  that  Mr.  Ingle- 
field  died.  My  firvis  to  Mrs.  Blunts,  and  all  that  afk 
of  me.  I  hope  to  here  from  you,  and  that  you  are 
well,  which  is  my  dalye  prayers  ;  this,  with  my  blelT- 

I  am,  etc. 

K^  //  appears  from  maymfcr'ipts  of  Mr.  Pope,  that  he 
Qccafionally  indulged  his  affe^ionate  and  amiable  mother 

in 
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in  tranfcrib'ing  fame  part  of  his  Iliad  for  the  prcfs  ;  and 
the  numerous  corrections  made  in  his  own  hand,  fujjici- 
ently  Jhew,  that  her  mode  of  f pel  ling  gave  him  more 
trouble  than  the  fubfcqucnt  inaccuracy  of  his  printers. 
The  pleafure  fuch  a  good  old  ivoman  mufl  have  felt  in 
luriting  over  verfes,  luhich  fhe  jujlly  thought  would  con- 
fer immortality  on  her  fon,  is  more  eafy  to  be  conceived 
than  expreffcd ;  while  his  willingnefs  to  fupport  her  in 
the  enjoyment  of  a  fancied  confequence.,  affords  a  glimpfe 
of  that  filial  tcnderncfs,  which  forms  perhaps  the  mojl 
captivating  trait  in  his  whole  charader. 


LETTER    LXIX. 
FROM   MR.   TONSON. 

SIR,  Gray's-Inn-Gate,  April  20,  1706. 

I  HAVE  lately  feen  a  Pallor al  of  yours  in  Mr.  Walfh's 
and  Congreve's  hands,  which  is  extremely  fine,  and 
is  approved  of  by  the  befl  judges  in  poetry.  I  remem- 
ber I  have  formerly  feen  you  at  my  fliop,  and  am 
forry  I  did  not  improve  my  acquaintance  with  you. 
If  you  defign  your  poem  for  the  prefs,  no  perfon  Ihall 
be  more  careful  in  the  printing  of  it,  nor  no  one  can 
give  greater  encouragement  to  it  than,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    LXX. 
FROM    THE    SAME. 

SIR,  December  23,  1724. 

T   CANNOT  poflibly  fee  you  at  Twitnam  myfelf.     I 

have  therefore  fent  you  the  Preface  from  Lord 

Cobham,  and  a  proof  of  the  Monument  with  the 

draft.     I  requeft  the  favour  of  you  to  fettle  the  In- 

fcription  as  you  would  have  it,  and  return  it  to  me, 

then  the  plate  may  be  worked.    I  do  aflure  you  I  fhall 

always  be  very  glad  to  oblige  and  ferve  you  all  in  my 

power,  and  am, 

Your,  etc. 

I  was  with  the  Speaker  yefterday ;  he  told  me  you 
had  promifed  to  dine  with  him  at  Chifwick  in  the 
holydays,  and  bring  your  Preface  (with  fome  alter- 
ations) with  you.  After  that,  I  beg  to  have  it,  for  I 
am  impatient  to  publifh. 


LETTER     LXXL 

FROM     THE    SAME. 

\7ou  have,  enclofed,  the  account  of  the  profit  of 
works.     For  the  books  fold  I  have  allow- 
ed you  all  the  money  I  have  received,  and  the  bind- 
ing* 
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ing,  etc.  I  have  charged  at  the  price  it  cofl  mc.  You 
will  pleafe  to  call  and  bring  with  you  the  agreement 
between  us,  which  may  be  executed. — I  will  give  you 
my  note  to  deliver  the  books  left  when  required.  I 
wi/h  you  would  fend  me  the  Merchant  of  Venice  by 
the  waterman. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LXXIL 
FROM     THE     SAME. 

Dear  Oir,  Thurfday,  eleven  at  night. 

T  HAVE  juft  now  received  yours,  and  indeed   it  is 

not  my  fault  I  have  not  feen  you,  having  been 

hindered  by  bufmefs  I  could  not  help  minding  ;  but  I 

will  not  fail  feeing  you  on  Sunday  morning  early,  but 

mud  return  to  dinner,  having  a  little  company  to  dine 

with  me  that  day.     Do  but  excufe  me  till  I  fee  you, 

and  I  will  fatisfy  you  that  I  have  not  negleded  you. 

As  for  Shakfpear,  Watts*s  brother  died  lately,  w  hich 

has  hindered  his  bufmefs  a  little  ;  but  now  things  will 

go  on  better. 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    LXXIIL 

TO   MR.    LINTOTT. 

SIR, 
"pRAY  fend  Mr.  Broom  the  flieets  of  all  the  notes 

that  are  printed,  that  he  may  avoid  the  repetitions, 
etc.  but  I  would  not  have  the  poetry  fent,  knowing 
the  confequences  of  its  being  fhown  about  to  every 
body  before  it's  publiflied,  which  I  will  not  have 
done;   nor,   I  fuppofe,   would  you.      I    am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LXXIV. 
FROM    MR.    LINTOTT. 

SIR,  June  10,  1715. 

ou  have  Mr.  Tickell's  book  to  divert  one  hour.— 
It  is  already  condemned  here,  and  the  malice 
and  juggle  at  Button's  is  the  converfation  of  thofe 
Vk^ho  have  fpare  moments  from  politics. 
Sir  John  Germain  has  his  book. 
All  your  books  are  delivered  purfuant  to  the  direc- 
.tions,  the  middle  of  the  week  after  you  left  us. 
The  Princefs  is  extremely  pleafed  with  her  book. 

You 
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You  jfhall  have  your  folios  prcfcrved. 

Mr.  Broom  I  have  not  heard  from. 

Pray  detain  me  not  from  publifliing  my  own  book, 
having  delivered  the  greateft  part  of  the  fubfcribers 
already  upwards  of  four  hundred. 

I  defigned  to  publifli  Monday  fevennight.  Pray 
interrupt  me  not  with  an  errata. 

I  doubt  not  the  fale  of  Homer,  if  you  do  not  dif- 
appoint  me  by  delaying  publication. 

Tour,  etc. 

Service  to  Mr.  Gay. 

Lord  Bolingbroke  is  impeached  this  night. 
The  noife  the  report  makes  does  me  fome  prefent 
damage. 


LETTER     LXXV. 
FROM  THE  SAME. 

SIR,  June  22,  1715. 

npHE  hurry  I  have  been  in  by  the  report  from  the 
Committee  of  Secrecy,  to  get  it  publilhed,  has  pre- 
vented the  publication  of  Homer  for  the  prcfcnt,  till 
the  noife  be  over ;  and  thofe  whom  I  expeded  to  be 
very  noify  on  account  of  your  tranflation,  are  buried 
in  politics. 

I  Mr. 
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Mr.  Thornhlll  fent  to  me  for  his  own  book,  which 
he  paid  for  to  you,  as  he  fays,  and  paid  me  eight 
guineas  of  the  fubfcriptions  of 

Sarah,  Countefs  of  Winchelfea. 
Mrs.  Seymour. 
Berkley  Seymour,  Efq. 
Charles  Frotherby,  Efq. 

Mr.  Harcourt  and  Lord  Harcourt  have  had  thirteen 
books  to  their  houfe,  ten  of  which  were  of  the  fineft 
paper. 

I  will  obferve  your  directions  about  Mr.  Broome. 
The  fecond  volume  of  Homer  Ihall  be  fent  in  a  day 
or  two. 

The  projed  for  printing  the  firll  book  of  Homer, 
with  Mr.  Dryden's,  and  Mr.  Ticlde's,  and  Mr.  Man- 
warrings,  together,  is  well  thought  of.  I  propofed 
it  to  Mr.  Tonfon,  but  it  will  not  do.  I  will  confider 
further  of  it. 

The  Duke  of  Ormond  Is  to  be  Impeached  for  hlgh- 
treafon,  and  Earl  of  Stafford  for  high  crimes  and 
mifdemeanors. 

May   fuccefs   attend   your   ftudies,  is  the  hearty 

prayer  of 

Yours,  to  command. 


VOL.  VIII. 


274  LETTERS   TO   AND 

LETTER     LXXVL 
MR.  STEELE  TO  MR.   LINTOTT. 

Mr.  Llntott,  Auguft  4,  17  r  2. 

Ti  /TR.  Addifon  dcfired  me  to  tell  you,  that  he  wholly 
dilhppioves  the  manner  of  treating  Mr.  Den- 
nis in  a  little  pamphlet  by  way  of  Dr.  Norris's  ac- 
count*. When  he  thinks  fit  to  take  notice  of  Mr. 
Dennis's  ohjcOions  to  his  writings f,  he  will  do  it  in  a 
way  Mr.  Dennis  fhall  have  no  jufl  reafon  to  complain 
of.  But  when  the  papers  above-mentioned  were 
offered  to  be  communicated  to  him,  he  faid  he  could 
not,  either  in  honour  or  confciencc,  be  privy  to  fuch 
a  treatment,  and  was  forry  to  hear  of  it. 

I  am, 

Your,  etc, 

*  Of  the  frenzy  of  Mr.  John  Den — .     A  narrative  written  hr 
Mr.  Pope.     See  his  Letter  to  Mr.  Addifon  of  July  30,  17  14. 

f   Rciiiarks  upon  Cato. 
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LETTER     LXXVIL 
MR.   FENTON  TO   MR.  LINTOTT. 

Mr.  LintOtt,  September  14,  17 19. 

pRAY  give  my  mod  humble  fervice  to  Mr.  Pope, 
and  tell  him,  I  beg  the  favour  of  him  to  let  me 
know  when  he  comes  to  town,  what  morning  I  fhall 
wait  on  him  at  his  lodging  ;  for  I  walk  out  in  a  morn- 
ing fo  often,  that  I  may  therewife  lofe  an  opportunity 
of  feeing  him. 

Lib.  xxii.  ver.  132.  The  lirft  part  of  Dacier's  note 
is  taken  from  Euftathius ;  but  inftead  of  Aurelius 
Vidlor  and  Dion,  he  quotes  Herodotus,  without  men- 
tioning the  book  he  takes  it  from. 

Ver.  467.  I  cannot  find  that  Euftathius  afligns 
the  fame  reafons  that  Mm.  does,  why  Apollo  and  Nep- 
tune do  not  fight  with  one  another. 

Your,  etc. 

I  will  endeavour  to  find  out  the  pafiage  above- 
mentioned  in  Herodotus. 


T  2 
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LETTER     LXXVriL 
FROM   MR.  FENTON. 

T  HAVE  received  a  fpecimen  of  the  extrafts  from 

Euftathius  but  this  week.   The  firfl  gentleman  who 

undertook  the  affair,    grew  weary,    and    now    Mr. 

Thirlby,  of  Jefus,  has  recommended  another  to  me 

with  a  very  great  character  *.     I  think,  indeed,  at  firft: 

fight,  that  his  performance  is  commendable  enough, 

and  have  fent  word  for  him  to  finifli  the  17th  book, 

and  to  fend  it  with  his  demands  for  his  trouble .     He 

engageth  to  complete  a  book  every  month  till  Chrift- 

mas,  and  the  remaining  books  in  a  month  more,  if 

you  require  them.     The  lad  time  I  faw  Mr.  Lintott, 

he  told  me  that  Mr.  Broome  had  offered  his  fervice 

again  to  you  ;  if  you  accept  it,  it  would  be  proper  for 

him  to  let  you  know  what  books  he  will  undertake, 

that  the  Cambridge  gentleman  may  proceed  to  the 

reft. 

I  am,  etc. 

I  have  here  inclofed  the  fpecimen  ;  if  the  reft  come 
before  the  return,  I  will  keep  'em  till  T  receive  your 
orders.  I  have  defired  the  gentleman  to  write  th 
reft  in  folio,  with  half  the  page  left  blank. 

*  This  was  Dr.  Jortin. 


c 
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LETTER     LXXIX. 
FROM    MR.   WYCHERLEY. 

February  19,  1706-7. 

T  HAVE  received  yours  of  the  26th,  as  kind  as  it  is 
ingenious,  for  which  therefore  I  mofl  heartily  thank 
you.  It  would  have  been  much  more  welcome  to  me, 
had  it  not  informed  me  of  your  want  of  health  ;  but 
you  who  have  a  mind  fo  vigorous,  may  well  be  con- 
tented with  its  crazy  habitation ;  fmce  (you  know)  the 
old  fmiilitude  fays,  the  keennefs  of  the  m.ind  foonefl; 
wears  out  the  body,  as  the  fliarpefl  fword  foonefl  de- 
ftroys  the  fcabbard  :  fo  that  (as  I  fay)  you  muft  be 
fatisfied  with  your  apprehenfion  of  an  uneafy  life, 
though  I  hope  not  a  fhort  one ;  notwithflanding  that 
generally  your  found  wits  (though  weak  bodies)  are 
immortal  hereafter,  by  that  genius,  which  fhortens 
your  prefent  life,  to  prolong  that  of  the  future.  But 
I  yet  hope,  your  great,  vigorous,  and  aiftive  mind  will 
not  be  able  to  deftroy  your  little,  tender,  and  crazy 
carcafs. 

Now  to  fay  fomething  to  what  you  write  concern- 
ing the  prefent  epidemic  diftemper  of  the  mind  and 
age,  calumny ;  I  know  it  is  no  more  to  be  avoided 
(at  one  time  or  another  of  our  lives)  than  a  fever  or 
an  ague  ;  and,  as  often  thofe  diflempers  attend  or 
threaten  the  befl  conftitutions,  from  the  worll  air  5 

T  3  fo 
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fo  does  that  malignant  air  of  calumny  foonefl  attack 
the  found  and  elevated  in  mind,  as  florms  of  wind  the 
tallefl  and  mofl  fruitful  trees ;  whilfl  the  low  and 
weak,  for  bowing  and  moving  to  and  fro,  are  by  their 
weaknefs  fecure  from  the  danger  and  violence  of  the 
tempefl.  But  fo  much  for  (linking  rumour,  which 
weakefl  minds  are  mofl  afraid  of;  as  Iriihmen,  though 
the  naflieil  of  mankind,  are  mofl  offended  at  a  fart. 


LETTER     LXXX. 

FROM    MR.   TRUMBULL. 
S  I  R,  June  15,  17C6. 

"I  T  is  alwayes  to  my  advantage  to  correfpond  with  you ; 
for  I  either  have  the  ufe  of  your  bookes,  or  (which 
I  value  much  more)  yoiir  converfation.  I  am  fure  it 
will  be  my  fault  if  I  do  not  improve  by  both.  I  wifli 
alfo  I  could  learn  fome  more  ikill  in  gurdning  from 
your  father  (towhomcwith  your  good  mother  all  our 
icr\'ices  are  prefented,with  thankes  for  the  hartichokes) 
who  has  fet  us  a  pattern  that  1  am  afraid  we  fhall 
copie  but  in  miniature  ;  for  fo  our  hartichokes  are  in 
refpedl  of  his.  In  all  things  I  am  ready  to  yield,  ex- 
cept in  the  affuranccs  that  nobody  can  be  more  than 

I  am. 

Yours,  etc. 

Poor  Jeunie  is  (lill  afllitled  with  her  ague. 
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LETTER    LXXXL 
FROM   MR.   WALSH. 

SIR,  Abberley,  July  21,  1 707. 

TjAviNG  received  the  favour  of  your  letter  of  the 
third  of  this  month,  wherein  you  give  me  hopes 
of  feeing  you  before  the  end  of  it,  I  am  in  dayly  ex- 
pectation of  receiving  your  commands  to  fend  a  coach 
or  horfes  to  meet  you  at  Worcefter,  and  not  put  you 
to  the  inconvenience  of  fuch  horfes  as  you  ■mil  finde 
at  the  pofl-houfe.  It  was  nothing  but  the  fear  that 
you  fhould  not  fend  me  word  time  enough  for  me  to 
fend  horfes  to  meet  you,  that  makes  me  give  you  the 
trouble  of  this  letter.  And  I  exped  no  other  anfwer 
but  to  that  point,  as  for  all  others 

Nil  mlhi  refcribas,  attamen  ipfe  veni. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    LXXXn. 

FROM  MR.   STEELE. 

Dear  Sir,  January'  20,  1711. 

HAVE  received  your  very  kind  letter.     That  part 

of  it  which  is  grounded  upon  your  belief  that  I  have 

much  affection  and  friendfhip  for  you,  I  receive  with 

great  pleafure.     That  which  acknowledges  the  honour 

T  4  done 
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done  to  your  Eflay  *,  I  have  no  pretence  to  ;  it  was 

written  by  one  whom  I  will  make  you   acquainted 

with,  which  is  the  befl  return  I  can  make  to  you  for 

your  favour  to.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LXXXm. 
FROM  THE   SAME. 

SIR,  July  26,  1711. 

y  WRIT  to  you  the  other  day,  and  hope  you  have 

received  my  letter.     This  is  for  the  fame  end,  to 

know  whether  you  are  at  leifure  to  help  Mr.  Clayton, 

that  is,  mc^  to  fome  words  for  mufick  againfl  winter. 

Your  anfwer  to  me  at  Will's,  will  be  a  great  favour 

to,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LXXXIV. 
FROM   MR.    ROWE. 
Dear  Sir,  Thurfday,  May  20,  1 7 1 5. 

¥  don't  know  that  I  have  a  long  time  received  a 

billet  with  greater  pleafure  than  yours.     Depend 

upon  it,  nothing  could  have  been  more  agreeable  but 

yourfclf. 

*   EiTay  on  Cnticlfin. 
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vourfelf.  To  do  fomething  then  that  is  perfedly 
kind,  come  and  eat  a  bit  of  mutton  with  me  to-mor- 
row at  Stockwell.  Bring  whom  you  will  along  with 
you,  though  I  can  give  you  nothing  "  but  the  afore- 
faid  mutton  and  a  cup  of  ale.'*  It  is  but  a  little  mile 
from  Fox-hall ;  and  you  don't  know  how  much  you 
will  oblige 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    LXXXV. 
FROM    MR.    CARYLL. 

W.  Grinfted,  July  i6,  171 7. 

HAVE  not  had  a  word  from  your  holinefs  fmce 
my  laft  to  you,  nor  any  account  of  the  receipt  of 
fome  pidures  that  I  defired  you  to  get  framed  and 
fecured.  This,  and  the  earnefl  defire  I  have  of  kiiT- 
ing  your  toe  at  Grinftead,  or  rather  a  pretty  lady's 
cheek,  (whom  you  talked  of  as  a  companion  in  your 
journey,)  occafions  you  the  trouble  of  this,  to  know 
the  reafon  why  you  flag  in  your  good  refolutions,  or 
rather  in  the  execution  of  them.  But  I  enjoy  you 
in  fpirit,  though  I  cannot  in  perfon ;  for  your  works 
are  my  daily  ledure,  and  with  what  fatisfadion  I 
need  not  to  repeat  to  you.  But  pray  in  your  next  tell 
me  who  was  the  unfortunate  Lady  you  addrefs  a  copy 
of  verfes  to.     I  think  you  once  gave  me  her  hiflory, 

4  but 
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but  it  Is  now  quite  out  of  my  head.  But  now  I  have 
named  fuch  a  pcrfon,  Mrs.  Cope  occurs  to  my  mind. 
I  have  compUed  with  her  defires,  though  I  thinke  a 
fecond  voyage  to  fuch  a  rafcall  is  the  mod  prepofle- 
rous  thing  imaginable  ;  but  mul'ter an  forte m  quis  invc- 
nkt!  'Tis  harder  to  find  than  the  man  Diogenes  lookt 
for  with  a  candle  and  lantern  att  noon-day.  Adieu.  I 
am,  moft  abruptly,  but  moR  fmcercly, 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER    LXXXVL 
FROM   THE   SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  Auguft  18,  i7«7- 

\KJ  HEN  yours  of  the  6th  inftant  arrived  here,  I  was 
gott  into  the  Eafl,  not  among  the  wyfe  men  of 
that  corner,  butt  amidft  the  fools  of  Tunbridge.  My 
ftay  with  them  was  butt  of  four  days,  butt  I  had  fpent 
the  three  preceding  ones,  I  think,  in  worfc  company, 
the  knaves  of  the  law  att  our  country  allizes  at  Lewes. 
A  caufe  called  mc  thither,  which,  though  I  gained,  I 
may  brag  of  like  my  brother  Teague,  that  it  was  jud 
nothing  att  all,  nor  had  I  gott  that  neither  had  I  not 
bellirred  my  flumps. 

"When  my  piclures  arc  done,  be  })Ieafed  to  order 
them  down  to  Ladyholt  by  the  Stanltcd  carrier,  who 
inns  in  Gerrard-ftrcct. — You  anfwer  not  my  quefliou 

who 
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who  the  unfortunate  Lady  was  that  you  infcribe  a  copy 
of  verfes  to  in  your  book.  I  long  to  be  retould  her 
ftory,  for  I  believe  you  allreddy  tould  me  formerly ; 
but  I  fhall  referr  that  and  a  thoufand  other  things  more 
to  chatt  over  at  our  next  meeting,  which  I  hope 
draws  near ;  prefume  my  wife  has  fixed  on  a  time 
with  my  dear  Patty,  to  whom  I  pray  my  humble  fer- 
vice,  as  alfo  to  her  fair  filler.  I  am  in  more  hafte,  or 
rather  hurry,  than  ufual,  but  not  leiTe, 

Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LXXXVII. 
FROM   MR.   HUGHES. 

Red  Lion-Street,  Holborn,  againll 
Dear  Sir,  Eaft-Street,  Jan.  22,  1719. 

J  AM  very  forry  to  hear  of  your  ill  health,  and  that 
my  meflage  came  fo  unfeafonable  as  to  give  you  fo 
much  trouble  to  anfwer  it.  I  hope  by  your  men- 
tioning your  coming  to  town,  that  you  are  on  the 
mending  hand,  and  that  the  fpring  coming  on  will  be 
favourable  to  you.  If  you  fhould  not  come  in  a  day 
or  two,  I  muft  beg  your  return  of  the  copy,  which  is 
much  wanted,  the  time  of  ading  drawing  very  near. 
Your  not  being  in  a  condition  to  fupply  me  with  a 

Prologue 
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Prologue  is  a  great  difappointment  to  me,  but  I  fliould 
much  rather  chufc  my  Play  (liould  want  that  advan- 
tage, than  put  you  to  any  trouble  at  prefent  wiilch 
may  be  prejudicial ;  being  with  a  true  refpecl. 

Dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     LXXXVin. 
FROM    MR.    CRAGGS. 

Cockpit,  Oclobtr  i,  17  19. 

X  WAS  yefterday  out  of  town,  and  came  diredlly  here 
this  morning,  where  I  received  your  letter,  en- 
clofed  in  a  very  fine  one  from  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller. 
You'll  cafily  imagine  how  much  I  am  concerned  at 
the  accident  which  has  befallen  him  ;  but  I  comfort 
myfelf,  fince  his  hand  and  head,  which  I  could  Icalt 
have  fpared,  remain  in  their  former  vigour  and  con- 
dition. I  don't  fee  why  this  misfortune  is  to  be  com- 
pleted by  the  lofs  of  Dr.  Arbuthnot's  and  your  good 
company,  which  you'll  give  me  leave  to  expect  to- 
morrow at  Battcrfea,  when  we  will  drink  Sir  God- 
frey's health,  and  make  a  new  appointment  againft  his 

recovery. 

I  am  entirely,  dear  Sir, 

Yours. 


FROM   SEVERAL   PERSONS.       285 

LETTER     LXXXIX. 

FRAGMENT   OF  A  LETTER  FROM   MR.  EVANS. 
Dear  Sir,  St.  John's,  Oxon,  May  13,  17 19. 

j'yis  not  that  I  forget  you  or  difrefpedt  you,  but 
knowing  you  to  be  a  man  of  true  bufinefs  I 
thought  it  too  impertinent  to  trouble  you  with  any  of 
mine  ;  but  now  I  underftand  you  are  at  leifure,  have 
at  you  as  far  as  this  half  fheet  will  hold.  In  the  firil 
place  I  am  very  well  fatisfied  you  have  done  for  me 
what  you  are  able,  and  I  heartily  thank  you,  and  beg 
your  pardon,  and  very  much  blufh  for  having  given 
you  any  trouble  of  this  kind  with  a  fort  of  men  you 
know  as  much  what  to  make  of  as  I.  I  don't  know 
how  they  are  in  your  church,  but  in  ours,  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  all  the  clergymen  I  ever  yet  faw  are  a  fort 
of  ecclefiaftical  quelques  chofes^  that  between  common 
honefty  and  common  fenfe  I  know  not  what  to  make 
of.  They  preach  indeed  paffive  obedience,  but  their 
pradice  is  aftive  infolence  and  impudent  injuflice ; 
and  when  the  laity  ufe  them  as  they  ufe  one  another, 
there  will  be  an  end  of  'em — Catera  defunt. 
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LETTER     XC. 
FROM   THE   SAME. 

De?ir  Sir,  -^t-  John's,  Oxon,  July  26,  1719. 

I"  SHOULD  much  fooncr  have  fent  you  my  acknow- 
ledgment and  thanks  for  the  very  kind  reception 
I  met  with  from  you  at  your  pleafant  houfe  at  Twic- 
kenham, but  in  troth  it  has  been  fo  very  hot,  that  } 
could  neither  write,  read,  or  think,  but  only  lie  ftill, 
fwim,  or  fleep  ;  and  am  ftill  fo  monftroufly  lazy,  that 
you  muft  expeft  but  a  dry  fhort  letter  from  me  ;  no 
j^allantry  or  gaity,  but  only  a  little  downright  good 
breeding  and  civility.  I  hope  this  will  fmd  your 
good  mother  fettled  in  her  health,  and  alfo  yourfelf, 
as  much  as  her  age  and  your  conflitution  will  permit. 
If  wifhes  had  any  power  in  medicine,  I  could  foon 
make  you  both  immortal ;  for  fhe  very  well  deferves 
it  for  furnilhing  the  world  with  you ;  and  you  have 
yourfelf  made  your  name  immortal  enough.  I  wifli 
only  that  your  body  might  come  in  for  a  fmall  fhare 
of  that  noble  blefling,  if  it  were  only  for  nine  hun- 
dred and  ninety-nine  years.  I  wifli  the  fame  to  your 
good  friend  the  Duchefs ;  that  ilie  might  live  to 
teach  people  of  quality  all  the  good  qualities  in  the 
world.  I  write  as  I  talk,  and  I  fpcak  as  I  think  ;  and 
am,  with  great  finccrity, 

Your,  etc. 


I 
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LETTER     XCL 
FROM   MR.   CONGREVE. 

SIR,  Afhley,  Monday. 

HAD  defigned  to  have  waited  on  you  to-day,  but 
have  been  out  of  order  fince  Saturday,  as  I  have 
been  mofl;  of  the  fummer ;  and  as  the  days  are  now, 
unlefs  I  am  able  to  rife  in  a  morning,  it  will  be  hard  to 
go  and  come,  and  have  any  pleafure  between  the 
whiles.  The  next  day  after  I  had  known  from  you 
where  Lady  Mary  was,  I  fent  to  know  how  flie  did  ; 
but  by  her  anfwer  I  perceive  flie  has  the  goodnefs  for 
me  to  believe  I  have  been  all  this  fummer  here, 
though  I  had  been  here  but  a  fortnight,  when  you 
came  to  fee  me.  Pray  give  her  my  mofl  humble  fer- 
vice.     If  I  can,  I  will  wait  on  you.     I  am. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XCIL 
FROM   THE   SAME. 

Surry-Street,  Jan.  29. 

RETURN  you  a  thoufand  thanks  for  your  letter 
about  Spaw-water.     Dr.  Arbuthnot  has    ordered 
me  at  prefent  to  drink  falt-water,  fo  I  cannot  ex- 

prefsly 
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prefsly  fay  uhen  I  fhall  want  the  Spaw ;  but  If  tlic 
pcrfon  mentioned  by  you,  imports  any  quantity  fni 
himfelf  at  any  time,  I  fhall  be  glad  to  know  of  it.  I 
am  forry  you  did  not  keep  your  word  in  letting  me 
fee  you  a  fecond  time.     I  am  always,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XCm. 

FROM  DR.   YOUNG. 

Dear  Sir,  May  2. 

TjAviNG  been  often  from  home  I  know  not  if  you 
have  done  me  the  favour  of  calling  on  me,  but 
be  that  as  it  will,  I  much  want  that  inflance  of  your 
friendfliip  I  mentioned  in  my  lad,  a  friendfliip  I  am 
very  fenfible  I  can  receive  from  no  one  but  yourfclf. 
I  fliould  not  urge  this  thing  fo  much,  but  for  very 
particular  reafons ;  nor  can  you  be  at  a  lofs  to  con- 
ceive how  a  trijie  of  this  nature  may  be  of  ferious  mo- 
ment to  me  ;  and  while  I  am  in  hopes  of  the  great 
advantage  of  your  advice  about  it,  I  (lull  not  be  fo 
abfurd  as  to  take  any  farther  ftep  without  it.  I  know 
you  are  much  engaged,  and  only  hope  to  hciir  from 

you  at  your  entire  Icifure. 

1  am,  etc. 
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LETTER     XCIV. 
LORD   PETERBOROW  TO  MR.  POPE. 

SIR, 
I  F  I  can  make  a  party  with  Lord  Bollngbroke  and 
Lord  Harcourt  to  dine  at  Parfons  Green,  you  will 
give  me  leave  to  fend  my  coach  for  you.  Pray  doe  me 
the  favour  to  fend  me  the  breadth  and  depth  of  the 
marble  field.  You  may  have  it  meafured  by  moon- 
light by  a  ten-foot  rod  ;  or  any  body  ufed  to  grounds 
will  make  a  meer  gueffe  by  pailing  it  over. 

Your,  etc* 


LETTER     XCV. 

SIR   GODFREY   KNELLER  TO  MR.  POPE. 

Dear  Friend, 
T  HOPE  your  genus  dos  and  will  know  myn  is  with 
the  mod  acceptable  and  moft  accomplifhed  com- 
pany to-morrow  ;  for  my  body  is  in  no  condition  to 
ftirr  out  of  my  bed  as  jet,  and  has  had  no  reft  thefe 
two  nights  but  what  it  fnatches  and  gets  in  the  day 
times  by  fits  ;  and  I  believe  my  left  lag  will  be  out  of 
order  a  good.wyle.  Pray  give  my  hearty  good  will 
to  the  compa.  for  the  deeds,  and  my  moft  humble 
fervis,  being  ever  yours. 

VOL.  VIII.  u 
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LETTER     XCVL 

FROM  THE   SAME. 

Dear  Friend, 
T  FIND  them  pidures  are  fo  very  frefh,  being  painted 
in  three  coUers,  and  ought  to  be  near  a  tier  feveral 
days  ;  for  as  they  are,  it  is  impraclicable  to  put  them 
where  you  intend.  It  would  be  pitty  they  fhould  take 
duft.  Jenny  flays  here  8  or  10  days,  and  will  not  fail 
of  fending  them  when  reddy  j  and  I  am,  giving  my 
hearty  and  humble  fervis  to  your  dear  mother,  dear 
Mr.  Pope, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XCVn. 

FROM    THE    SAME. 

Dear  Mr.  Pope, 
T  BELIEVE  this  will  be  card  playrs  cvning,  and  we 
may  do  how  we  pleafe.  If  you  come  about  4 
a  clock,  you  may  fee  me  paint.  To-morrow  I  am 
engaged  to  goe  to  Harrow  the  Hill  with  company, 
being  ever,  dear  friend, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     XCVIIL 
FROM   THE   SAME. 

From  Great  Queen-Street, 
SI  R,  June  16,  1719. 

T  AM  in  towne,  and  have  louck'd  for  beds  and  bed- 
fleads,  which  mud  coft  ten  pounds  a  year.  When 
I  promifed  to  provide  them  you  had  maid  no  men- 
tion of  the  towne  rates,  which  I  am  to  pay,  and  will 
be  5  pounds  a  year  at  leafl,  and  which  would  be  1 5 
pounds  per  annum  whit  the  beds  ;  and  that  houfe  did 
let  for  45  a  year  when  I  bought  it ;  fo  that  all  I  have 
laid  out  being  near  400  pound,  would  be  done  for 
nothing,  of  which  you  will  confider  and  let  me  know 
your  mind.  The  flables  are  fitted  as  you  gentlemen 
ordered  them  to  be,  and  all  the  painting  will  be  done 
to-morrow  or  Thurfday,  with  whenfcoating  in  the 
quickeft  manner  and  beft  ;  and  if  you  can  llay  till  Sa- 
turday let  me  know  your  pleafure  about  the  beds  and 
bedfleads,  for  them  I  cannot  provide.  You  may 
have  6,  of  which  two  are  to  have  courtins,  for 
lo  pounds  a  year;  and  am,  giving  my  moil  humble 
refpedls  to  my  Lady  Mery  Whortly, 

Your,  &.Q., 

I  thought  one  might  have  fuch  beds  and  bedfleads 
for  4  or  5  pounds  a-year  j  and  which  I  would  have 
done  if  no  rates  prop. 


u  2 
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LETTER     XCIX. 

MR.   JERVAS   TO    MR.  TOPE. 

Dear  Mr.  Pope,  Augufl  12,  17 15,  London. 

1  vvouLD  not  have  fiiiled  by  Tuefelay's  poft,  but 
that  the  Doctor  could  not  be  near  pofitive  as  to  the 
time,  but  yeflerday  we  met  on  horfeback  and  took 
two  or  three  turns  near  the  camp,  partly  to  fee  my 
new  horfe's  going,  and  partly  to  name  fomething  like 
the  day  of  fetting  forth,  and  the  manner  thereof: 
viz.  that  on  Thurfday  next  (God  willing)  Dodor 

A ,  D.  Difney,  and  C.  Jervas  rendezvous  at 

Hyde-Park-corner  about  noon,  and  proceed  to  Mr. 
Hill's,  at  Eggam,  to  lodge  there  on  Friday,  to  meet 
with  Mr.  Pope  upon  the  road  to  proceed  together  to 
Lord  Stowell's,  and  there  alfo  to  lodge.  The  next 
day,  Saturday,  to  Sir  William  Windham's,  and  to 
reft  there  the  Lord's  Day.  On  Monday,  forward 
again  towards  Bath,  or  Wilton,  or  as  we  fhall  then 
agree.  The  Doctor  propofes  that  himfelf  or  his  man 
ride  my  fpare  horfe,  and  that  I  leave  all  equipage  to 
be  fent  to  Bath  by  the  carrier  with  your  portman- 
teau. The  Doftor  fays  he  will  allow  none  of  hi^j 
friends  fo  much  as  a  night  gown  or  flippers  for  the 
road,  fo  a  fiiirt  and  cravat  in  your  pocket  is  all  you 
muft  think  of  in  his  new  fcheme.  His  fervant  may 
be  bribed  to  make  room  for  that.  You  fliall  have 
a  fliortcr  and  Icfs  bridle  fent  down  on  Saturday,  and 

the 
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the  other  fliall  be  returned  in  due  time.  The  taylor 
fhail  be  chaftifed  if  'tis  really  negligence  in  his  art,  but 
if  'tis  only  vapours,  you  mufl  beg  pardon.  The  lin- 
nen  and  (lockings  out  of  your  portmanteau  may  go 
with  the  bridle.  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  the  third 
day  is  to  be  Oxford  Univerfity,  and  the  Monday  fol- 
lowing to  Sir  W.  Windham's. 

The  French   king  has  been  indifpofed,  and  me- 
thinks  he  is  in  an  ill   way,  &c. — Service  to  every 

body. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     C. 

FROM   THE    SAME. 

Dear  Mr.  P.  Tuefday  2. 

npHOUGH  I  have  not  a  fyllable  to  fay  of  more  cer- 
tainty than  the  laft  poft,  yet  I  write. — I  hold  my- 
felf  in  readinefs,  in  fpite  of  a  demand  for  pictures. 

The  Counfellor  Bick has  purchafed  a  nag  for 

his  equipage,  and  waits  our  motions.  He  was  here 
yefterday,  and  to-morrow,  Wenfday  evening,  we  are 
to  tafte  Devonjfhire  cyder  with  Mr.  Applellone  at  his 
lodgings. 

The  Court  opiniate  it  that  the  P is  coming.— r 

They  have  no  account  of  Ormond's  arrival  in  France, 
though  they  have  certain  intelligence  that  he  went  off 

u  3  at 
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at  Shoreham,  in  Suflex,  ten  days  ago.  I  defign  to 
know  Arbuthnot's  determination  to-morrow.— Ser- 
vice to  every  body. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     CL 
FROM   TPIE   SAME. 

Wenfday,  ii  o'Clock  at  Noon. 

T    ADY  Mary  W y  ordered  me  by  an  exprefs 

this  Wenfday  morning,  fedentc  Gayo  et  ridcnte 
Fortefcuvio,  to  fend  you  a  letter,  or  fome  other  proper 
notice,  to  come  to  her  on  Thurfday,  about  five 
o'clock,  which  I  fuppofe  flie  meant  in  the  evening. 
Gay  defigned  to  have  been  with  you  to-day,  and  I 
would  have  had  him  delivered  this  welcome  meflage, 
but  he  durfl  not  venture  to  anfwer  for  your  coming 
upon  his  aifeverations,  you  having  interchangeably  fo 
accuftomed  yourfelves  to  lying,  that  you  cannot  be- 
lieve one  another,  though  upon  never  fo  ferious  an 
occafion.  He  will  be  ready  to  go  back  with  you. 
Fortefcue's  fervice  and  mine  to  all,    We  are 

Yours,  etc. 
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LETTER     CIL 
FROM  THE  SAME. 

Dear  Mr.  Pope, 

T  INTENDED  to  have  breakfaftcd  with  James  Ecker- 
fall  at  Drayton,  but  heard  by  the  way  of  his  being  in 
London,  fo  I  joggM  to  Hammerfmith  in  5  hours  and 
a  half  without  drawing  bit.  Yefterday  I  gave  a  printed 
propofal  to  Lord  Halifax,  and  fpoke  to  the  Duke  of 
Devonfhire  to  join  my  Lord  Wharton's  intereft,  and 
move  your  affair,  that  we  may  fet  'em  a  going  about 
the  counties. 

I  have  not  yet  feen  the  dear  Archdeacon,  who  is  at 
his  old  lodgings  in  St.  James's  place,  nor  the  Dean ; 
but  have  juft  read  a  thing  entitled  a  Prefatory  Epiftle, 
concerning  fome  remarks  to  be  publiflied  on  Homer's 
Iliad,  occafioned  by  the  propofals  of  Mr.  Pope  to- 
wards a  new  Englifh  Verfion  of  that  poem — To  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Swift,  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  — by  Richd. 
Fiddes,  B.  D.  Chaplain  to  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of 
Oxford. — ^*AjWapr'^//,'  Buysvsg — Long. — To  Mr.  Pope 
from  the  author,  in  m.anufcript. — All  the  foregoing 
elegances  at  proper  diflances,  and  Italianized  accord- 
ing to  form.  It  came  too  late  for  the  coach,  and  is 
too  big  for  my  privileges  of  frank — 8vo.  1 20  pages — 
marbled  paper. 

I  fmd  fo  many  party  ftrokes  in  it,  that  I  am  afraid 
it  may.  do  your  propofals  more  harm  than  good. 

u  4  My 
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My  Lord  Halifax  talked  of  a  defign  to  fend  for  you 

to  Bufhy-Park,   I  believe   with  a  coach-and-fix,  or 

light  chaife,  but  did  not  name   the   precife  time.— I 

publifh  your  having  done  the  firfl  book  and  begun- — 

I  received  the  cloak-bag  fafe- — I  hope  you  did  not 

pay  carriage.     I  can't  yet  gucfs  when  I  fhall  be  ready 

for  Sir  William's  fervice. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     Clir. 

FROM  THE  SAME. 

Dear  Mr.  Pope, 
T  HAD  your  lafl  in  due  time. 

Shall  I  fend  you  the  lool.  in  bills  or  cafli  ?  and 
when  ? 

Gay  had  a  copy  of  the  Farewell,  with  your  injunc- 
tions.    No  other  extant. 

Lord  Harvey  had  the  Homer  and  ktttr,  and  bid*; 
me  thank  the  author. 

I  hear  nothing  of  the  Sermon.  The  generality  will 
take  it  for  the  Dean's,  and  that  will  hurt  neither  you 
nor  him. 

Gay  will  be  with  you  on  Saturday  next.  He  alfo 
works  hard. 

Your  old  fword  went  with  the  carrier,  and  was 
tyed  to  the  other  things  with  a  cord,  and  my  folks  fay, 

very 
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very  faft.     You  muft  make  the  carrier  refpoiifible. 
Mine  will  fwear  to  the  delivery,  &c. 

No  books  for  you  from  Lintot. 

Mrs.  Raines,  a  young  lady  in  the  city,  and  one  of 
my  fhepherdefTes,  takes  one  of  the  volumes,  has  paid 
her  2  guineas,  and  is  to  be  a  fubfcriber  in  your  next 
lift. 

I  alfo  got  2  guineas  from  the  Marquis  of  Dor- 
chefter. 

Philip  fent  me  a  note  for  receipts  to  be  conveyed  to 
the  1 1  members  of  the  late  Hanover  club.  Pray  let 
me  have  their  names  by  the  firfl:.  I  fend  to  Mr. 
Merrils  to-day,  &c. 

Lintot  fent  me  Tickell's  Homer  for  your  govern- 
ment. I  could  not  forbear  comparing,  and  do  not 
know  what  the  devil  is  got  into  my  head,  but  I  fancy 
I  could  make  a  more  poetical  tranflation  in  a  fort- 
night (excepting  a  very  few  lines.) 

It  feems  it's  publiflit  merely  to  fhow  as  a  fpecimen 
of  his  ability  for  the  OdylTes.  Fortefcue  would  have 
Gay  publifh  a  verfion  of  the  firfl  book  of  the  OdyfTes, 
and  tell  the  world  'tis  only  to  befpeak  their  appro- 
bation and  favour  for  a  tranflation  of  Statins,  or  any 
other  poet.  In  fhort,  we  are  merry,  whether  we  are 
wife  or  no.- — My  refpeds  to  dear  Sir  William,  and  his 
good  lady  and  fon,  and  am  concerned  for  any  defici- 
ency in  his  countenance,  but  I  am  in  no  pain  for  the 
paltry  Baffo  Relievo. 

Yours,  etc. 


298  LETTERS   TO   AND 

LETTER     CIV. 

FROM    #  ♦  •  ♦. 

Dear  Sir,  Saturday  Night. 

T  REALLY  intended  to  have  been  with  you  to-day ; 
but  having  been  difappointed  yeflerday  of  meeting 
Mr.  Sclwyn,  and  going  to  the  Exchequer  about  my 
falary  to-day,   and  to  Mrs.  Howard's  to  meet  him, 
made  it  too  late  ;  fo  that  I  made  a  vifit  this  mornincf 
to  Mr.  Congreve,  where    I    found   Lord    Cobham. 
They  both  enquired  kindly  for  you,  and  wifhed  to  fee 
you  foon.     Mr.  Fortefcue  could  not  have  come  with 
me,  but  intends  the  latter  end  of  next  week  to  fee  you 
at  Twickenham.    I  have  feen  our  friend  Dean  Berke- 
ley, who  was  very  felicitous  about  your  health  and 
welfare.     He  is  now  fo  full  of  his  Bermudas  project, 
that  he  hath  printed  his  propofal,  and  hath  been  with 
the  Bifhop  of  London  about  it.    Mrs.  Howard  defired 
me  to  tell  you  that  Ihe  had  a  prefent  of  beech-maft, 
which  this  year  hath  been  particularly  good.    When 
'tis  wanted  flie  would  have  you  fend  to  her.     I  writ 
to  you  yeflerday,  and  am  in  hopes  that  Mrs.  Pope  will 
foon  be  fo  well  that  you  may  be  able  to  come  to 
town  for  a  day  or  fo  about  your  bufmefs.     I  really 
am  this  evening  very  much  out  of  order  with  the  cho- 
lic,  but  I  hope  a  night's  rcil  will  relieve  mc.     I  wifli 
Mrs.  Pope  and  you  all  health  and  happinefs.     Pray 
give  my  fcrvice  to  her. 
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LETTER     CV. 

FROM  MR.  PITT,  THE  TRANSLATOR   OF 
VIRGIL,  TO  MR.  SPENCE. 

Dear  Jo,  J'J^y  18,  Blandford,  1726. 

T  AM  entering  into  propofals  with  a  bookfeller  for 

printing  a  little  mifcellany  of  my  own  perform- 
ances, confilfing  of  fome  originals  and  fele£l  Tranf- 
lations.  I  beg  you  to  be  altogether  filent  in  the  mat- 
ter. Mr.  Pope  has  ufed  fo  little  of  the  23d  Odyfley 
that  I  gave  Dr.  Younge,  that  if  I  put  it  in  among  the 
reft  I  fhall  hardly  incur  any  danger  of  the  penalty  con- 
cerning the  patent.  Hov/ever,  I  will  not  prefume  to 
publilh  a  fmgle  line  of  it  after  Mr.  Pope's  Tranllation, 
if  you  advife  me  (as  I  defire  you  to  do  fmcerely)  to 
the  contrary.  I  (hall  fend  you  a  fmall  fpecimen  of 
my  Tranflation,  which  if  you  approve  of,  I  can  allure 
you  the  remainder  of  the  book  is  not  inferior  to  it. 

THE  nurfe  all  wild  with  tranfport  feem'd  to  fwim, 
Joy  wing'd  her  feet  and  lighten'd  ev'ry  limb ; 
Then  to  the  room  with  fpeed  impatient  born 
Flew  with  the  tidings  of  her  lord's  return. 
There  bending  o'er  the  lleeping  Queen,  fhe  cries. 
Rife,  my  Penelope,  my  daughter,  rife 
To  fee  Ulyfles  thy  long  abfent  fpoufe, 
Thy  foul's. defire  and  lord  of  all  thy  vows  : 
Tho'  late,  he  comes,  and  in  his  rage  has  llain, 
For  all  their  wrongs,  the  haughty  fuitor  train. 

Ah 
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Ah  Euryclea,  flie  replies,  you  rave ; 
The  gods  refuine  that  reafon  which  they  gave ; 
For  Heav'n  deep  wifdom  to  the  fool  fupplics, 
But  oft  infatuates  and  confounds  the  wife. 
And  wifdom  once  was  tlune  !  but  now  I  find 
The  gods  have  ruin'd  thy  diftempcr'd  mind. 
How  could  you  hope  your  fi£lion  to  Impofe  ? 
Was  it  to  flatter  or  deride  my  woes  ? 
How  could  you  break  a  fleep  with  talk  fo  vaia 
That  held  my  forrows  in  fo  foft  a  chain  ? 
A  fleep  fo  fwect  I  never  could  enjoy 
Since  my  dear  lord  left  Ithaca  for  Troy  : 
Curft  Troy— oh  !  why  did  I  thy  name  difclofe  ? 
Thy  fatal  name  awakens  all  my  woes : 
But  fly— fome  other  had  provok'd  my  rage, 
And  you  but  owe  your  pardon  to  your  age. 

No  artful  tales,  no  ftudicd  lies,  I  frame, 
UlyflTes  lives  (rejoins  the  rev'rend  dame) 
In  that  diflionour'd  ftranger's  clofe  difguife. 
Long  has  he  pad  all  unfufpedling  eyes, 
All  but  thy  fon's — and  long  has  he  fuppreft 
The  well-concerted  fecret  in  his  bread  i 
Till  his  brave  father  fliould  his  foes  defeat. 
And  the  clofe  fcheme  of  his  revenge  compleat. 

Swift  as  the  word  the  Queen  tranfported  fprung, 
And  round  the  dame  in  flridl  embraces  hungj 
Then  as  the  big  round  tears  began  to  roll, 
Spoke  the  quick  doubts  and  hurry  of  her  foul. 

If  my  vi(Slorious  hero  fafe  arrives, 
If  my  dear  lord,  Ulyfles,  dill  furvives, 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  how  he  fought  alone  ? 
How  were  fuch  multitudes  dedroy'd  by  one  ? 

Nought  I  beheld,  but  heard  their  cries,  die  faid, 
"When  death  flew  raging,  and  the  fuitors  bled  : 
Inimur'd  we  llden'd,  as  we  fat  around, 
To  each  deep  groan  and  agonizing  found. 

Call'd 
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Caird  by  thy  fon  to  view  the  fcene  I  fled. 
And  faw  Ulyfles  ftrlding  o'er  the  dead  ! 
Amidfl:  the  rifing  heaps  the  hero  ftood 
All  grim,  and  terribly  adorn'd  with  blood. 

This  is  enough  in  confcience  for  this  time ;  befides 
I  am  defired  by  Mr.  Pope  or  Mr.  Lintot,  I  don't  know 
which,  to  write  to  Mr.  Pope  on  a  certain  affair. 


LETTER     CVL 
MR.  POPE   TO    DR.   PARNELLE. 
Dear  Sir,  London,  July  29. 

T  wifh  it  were  not  as  ungenerous  as  vain,  to  com* 
plain  too  much  of  a  man  that  forgets  me,  but  I 
could  expoftulate  with  you  a  whole  day  upon  your 
inhuman  filei)ce ;  I  call  it  inhuman  ;  nor  would  you 
think  it  lefs,  if  .you  were  truly  fenfible  of  the  uneafi- 
nefs  it  gives  me.  Did  I  know  you  fo  ill  as  to  think 
you  proud,  I  would  be  much  lefs  concerned  than  I 
am  able  to  be,  when  I  know  one  of  the  beft-natured 
men  alive  neglects  me ;  and  if  you  know  me  fo  ill 
as  to  think  amifs  of  me,  with  regard  to  my  friendfhip 
for  you,  you  really  do  not  deferve  half  the  trouble 
you  occafion  me.  I  need  not  tell  you  that  both  Mr. 
Gay  and  myfelf  have  written  feveral  Letters  in  vain  ; 
that  we  are  conflantly  enquiring  of  all  who  have  feen 
Ireland,  if  they  faw  you,  and  that  (fougotten  as  we 
are)  we  are  every  day  remembering  you  in  our  mofl 

agreeable 
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agreeable  hours.  All  this  is  true ;  as  that  we  arc  fin- 
ccrely  lovers  of  you,  and  deplorers  of  your  abfence ; 
and  tliat  we  form  no  wifh  more  ardently  than  that 
which  brings  you  over  to  us.  We  have  lately  had 
fome  diflant  hopes  of  the  Dean's  defign  to  revifit  Eng- 
land ;  will  not  you  accompany  him  ?  or  is  England 
to  lofe  every  thing  that  has  any  charms  for  us,  and 
mud  we  pray  for  banifliment  as  a  benediction  ?  I 
have  once  been  witnefs  of  fome,  I  hope  all,  of  your 
fplenctic  hours ;  come  and  be  a  comforter  in  your 
turn  to  me,  in  mine.  I  am  in  fuch  an  unfettled  ftate, 
that  I  can't  tell  if  I  lliall  ever  fee  you,  unlefs  it  be  this 
year ;  whether  I  do  or  not,  be  ever  afllired,  you  have 
as  large  a  fhare  of  my  thoughts  and  good  wifhes  as 
any  man,  and  as  great  a  portion  of  gratitude  in  my 
heart,  as  would  enrich  a  monarch,  could  he  know 
where  to  find  it.  I  fliall  not  die  without  teftifying 
fomething  of  this  nature,  and  leaving  to  the  world  a 
memorial  of  the  friendftiip  that  has  been  fo  great  a 
pleafure  and  pride  to  me.  It  would  be  like  writing 
my  own  epitaph,  to  acquaint  you  with  what  I  have 
loft  fmce  I  faw  you,  what  I  have  done,  what  I  have 
thought,  where  I  have  Uved,  and  where  I  now  rcpofe 
in  obfcurity.  My  friend  Jervas,  the  bearer  of  this, 
will  inform  you  of  all  particulars  concerning  me  ;  and 
Mr.  Ford  is  charged  with  a  thoufand  loves,  and  a 
thoufand  complaints,  and  a  thoufand  commiflions  to 
you,  on  my  part.  They  will  both  tax  you  with  the 
negleft  of  fome  promifes  which  were  too  agreeable 
to  us  all  to  be  forgot ;  if  you  care  for  any  of  us,  tell 

them 
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them  fo,  and  write  fo  to  me.     I  can  fay  no  more,  but 

that  I  love  you,  and  am  in  fpite  of  the  longeft  neglect 

pr  abfence.  Dear  Sir, 

Your,  ect. 

Gay  is  in  Devonfhire,  and  from  thence  he  goes  to 
Bath ;  my  father  and  mother  never  fail  to  comme- 
morate you. 


LETTER     CVIL 

TO    THE    SAME. 

Binfield,  near  Oakinghani, 

Dear  Sir,  Tuefday. 

T  BELIEVE  the  hurry  you  v^ere  in  hindered  your  giv- 
ing me  a  word  by  the  laft  poft,  fo  that  I  am  yet 
to  learn  whether  you  got  well  to  town,  or  continue 
fo  there.  I  very  much  fear  both  for  your  health  and 
your  quiet ;  and  no  man  living  can  be  more  truly 
concerned  in  any  thing  that  touches  either,  than  my- 
felf.  I  would  comfort  myfelf,  however,  with  hoping 
that  your  bufmefs  may  not  be  unfuccefsful,  for  your 
fake  ;  and  that,  at  leaft,  it  may  foon  be  put  into  other 
proper  hands.  For  my  own,  I  beg  earneftly  of  you 
to  return  to  us  as  foon  as  poffible.  You  know  how 
very  much  I  want  you,  and  that  however  your  bufi- 
nefs  may  depend  upon  any  other,  my  bufmefs  de- 
pends entirely  upon  you,  and  yet  ftill  I  hope  you  will 
fmd  your  man,  even  though  I  lofe  you  the  mean 
I  while. 
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while.     At  this  time  the  more  I  love  you,  the  more  I 
can  fpare  you  ;  which  alone  will,  I  dare  fay,  be  a 
reafon  to  you,  to  let  me  have  you  back  the  fooncr. 
The  minute  f  loft  you,  Euftathius  with  nine  hundred 
pages,  and  nine  thoufand  contractions  of  the  Greek 
character,  arofe  to  ray  view !  Spondanus,  with  all  his 
auxiliaries,  in  number  a  thoufand  pages,  (value  three 
Ihillings,)  and  Dacier's  three  volumes,  Barne's  two, 
Valterie's  three,  Cuperus,  half  in  Greek,  Leo  Alla- 
tius,  three  parts  in  Greek ;  Scaliger,  Macrobius,  and 
(worfe  than  them  all)  Aulus  Gellius !  All  thefe  rufhed 
upon  my  foul  at  once,  and  whelmed  me  under  a  fit 
of  the  head  ach.     Dear  Sir,  not  only  as  you  are  a 
friend,  and  a  good-natured  man ;  but  as  you  are  a 
chriftian  and  a  divine,  come  back  fpeedily,  and  pre- 
vent the  increafe  of  my  fms ;  for  at  the  rate  I  have 
begun  to  rave,  I  fliall  not  only  damn  all  the  poets  and 
commentators,  who  have  gone  before  me,  but  be 
damned  myfelf,  by  all  who  come  after  me.     To  be 
ferious,  you  have  not  only  left  me  to  the  laft  degree 
impatient  for  your  return,  who  at  all   times  fliould 
have  been  fo ;  (though  never  fo  much  as  fmce  I  knew 
you  in  beft  health  here ;)  but  you  have  wrought  fe- 
veral  miracles  upon  our  family ;  you  have  made  old 
people  fond  of  a  young  and  gay  perfon  j  and  inve- 
terate papills  of  a  clergyman  of  the  church  of  Eng- 
lantl ;  even  nurfe  herfelf  is  in  danger  of  being  in  love 
in  her  old  age,  and  (for  aught  I  know)  would  even 
marry  Dennis  for  your  fake,  bccaufe  he  is  your  man, 

and 
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and  loves  his  mafler.  In  fhort,  come  down  forth- 
with, or  give  me  good  reafons  for  delaying,  though 
but  for  a  day  or  two,  by  the  next  poll.  If  I  find 
them  juft,  I  will  come  up  to  you,  though  you  know 
how  precious  my  time  is  at  prefent;  my  hours  were 
never  worth  fo  much  money  before  j  but  perhaps  you 
are  not  fenfible  of  this,  who  give  away  your  own 
works.  You  are  a  generous  author ;  I,  a  hackney 
fcribbler ;  you  are  a  Grecian,  and  bred  at  an  Univer^i 
fity  ;  I,  a  poor  Englifhman,  of  my  own  educating  ; 
you  are  a  reverend  parfon ;  I,  a  wag  :  in  fhort,  you 
are  Dr.  Parnelle,  (with  an  E  at  the  end  of  your 
name,)  and  I, 

Your  moil  obliged  and  affedlionate  friend, 

and  faithful  fervant. 

My  hearty  fervice  to  the  Dean,  Dr.  Arbuthnot, 
Mr.  Ford,  and  the  true  genuine  fhepherd  J.  Gay,  of 
Devon.     1  expe£t  him  down  with  you. 


LETTER     CVIII. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

Dear  Sir, 

WRITE  to  you  with  the  fame  warmth,  the  fame 

zeal  of  good-will  and  friendfhip  with  which  I  ufed 

to  converfe  with  you  two  years  ago,  and  can't  think 

myfelf  abfent,  when  I  feel  you  fo  much  at  my  heart ; 

VOL.  VIII.  X  the 
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the  pidure  of  you,  which  Jervas  brought  me  over,  is 
infinitely  lefs  lively  a  rcprefentation,  than  that  I  carry 
about  with  me,  and  which  rifes  to  my  mind  whenever 
I  think  of  you.  I  have  many  an  agreeable  reverie 
through  thofc  woods  and  downs  where  we  once  ram- 
bled together ;  my  head  is  fometimes  at  the  Bath, 
and  ibmetimcs  at  Letcomb,  where  the  Dean  makes 
a  great  part  of  my  imaginary  entertainment,  tliis  be- 
ing the  cheapcfl  way  of  treating  me ;  I  hope  he  will 
not  be  difpleafed  at  this  manner  of  paying  my  rc- 
fpeds  to  him,  inflead  of  following  my  friend  Jervas's 
example,  whicli,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  have  as  much  in- 
clination to  do,  as  I  want  ability.  I  have  been  ever 
fmce  December  lad  in  greater  variety  of  bufinefs  than 
any  fuch  men  as  you  (that  is  divines  and  philofo- 
phers)  can  poilibly  imagine  a  reafonable  creature  ca- 
pable of.  Gay's  play,  among  the  reft,  has  coft  much 
time  and  long-fuffering,  to  ftem  a  tide  of  malice  and 
party,  that  authors  have  riiifed  againft  it ;  the  beft 
revenge  upon  fuch  fellows  is  now  in  my  hands,  I 
mean  your  Zoilus,  which  reallv  tranfcends  the  expcfl- 
ation  I  had  conceived  of  it.  I  have  put  it  into  the 
prefs,  beginning  with  the  poem  Botrochom ;  for  you 
fcem  by  the  fn  (t  paragraph  of  the  dedication  to  it,  to 
defign  to  prefix  the  name  of  fome  particular  perfon. 
I  beg  therefore  to  know  for  whom  you  intend  it,  that 
the  publication  may  not  be  delayed  on  this  account ; 
and  this  as  foon  as  poflible.  Inform  me  alio  upon 
what  terms  I  am  to  deal  v.ith  the  bookfeller,  and 

whether 
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whether  you  defign  the  copy-money  for  Gay,  as  you 
formerly  talked  ;  what  number  of  books  you  would 
have  yourfelf,  etc.  I  fcarce  fee  any  thing  to  be  al- 
tered in  this  whole  piece  ;  in  the  poems  you  fent,  I 
will  take  the  liberty  you  allow  me  ;  the  ftory  of  Pan- 
dora, and  the  Eclogue  upon  Health,  are  two  of  the 
mod  beautiful  things  I  ever  read.  I  don't  fay  this  to 
the  prejudice  of  the  reft,  but  as  I  have  read  thefe 
oftener.  Let  me  know  how  far  my  commiffion  is  to 
extend,  and  be  confident  of  my  punctual  perform- 
ance of  whatever  you  enjoin.  I  muft  add  a  para- 
graph on  this  occalion,  in  regard  to  Mr.  Ward, 
whofe  verfes  have  been  a  great  pleafure  to  me  ;  I  will 
contrive  they  fhall  be  fo  to  the  world,  whenever  I  can 
find  a  proper  opportunity  of  publiihing  them. 

I  fhall  very  foon  print  an  entire  collection  of  my 
own  madrigals,  which  I  look  upon  as  making  my  laft 
will  and  teftament,  fmce  in  it  I  fhall  give  all  I  ever 
intend  to  give  (which  I'll  beg  yours  and  the  Dean's 
acceptance  of);  you  muft  look  on  me  no  more  as  a 
poet,  but  a  plain  commoner,  who  lives  upon  his  own, 
and  fears  and  flatters  no  man.  I  hope  before  I  die  to 
difcharge  the  debt  I  owe  to  Homer,  and  get  upon  the 
whole  juft  fame  enough,  to  ferve  for  an  annuity  for 
my  own  time,  though  I  leave  nothing  to  pofterity. 

I  beg  our  correfpondence  may  be  more  frequent 

than  it  has  been  of  late.     I  am  fure  my  efteem  and 

love  for  you  never  more  defer ved  it  from  you,  or 

more  prompted  it  from  you.     I  defired  our  friend 

X  2  Jervas 
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Jervas  (in  the  greateft  hurry  of  my  bufinefs)  to  fay  a 
great  deal  in  my  name,  both  to  yourfelf  and  the 
Dean,  and  mull  once  more  repeat  the  aflurances  to 
you  botli,  of  an  unchanging  friendfliip,  and  unalter- 
able eiteeni.     1  am,  dear  Sir,  mofl  entirely. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     CIX. 
TO   THE   SAME. 

Dear  Mr.  Archdeacon, 
^TpHouGH  my  proportion  of  this  epiflle  Ihould  be 
but  a  fketch  in  miniature,  yet  I  take  up  half  this 
page,  having  paid  my  club  with  the  good  company 
both  for  our  dinner  of  chops  and  for  this  paper.  The 
poets  will  give  you  lively  defcriptions  in  their  way  ;  I 
lliall  only  acquaint  you  with  that  which  Is  diredly  my 
provhice.  I  have  jull  fet  the  laft  hand  to  a  couplet, 
for  fo  I  may  call  two  nymphs  in  one  piece.  They 
are  Pope's  favourites ;  and  though  few,  you  will 
guefs  mufl  have  colt  me  more  pains  than  any 
nymphs  can  be  v/orth.  He  is  fo  unreafonable  as  to 
expeft  that  I  fliould  have  made  them  as  beautiful  upon 
canvafs  as  he  has  done  upon  paper.    If  this  fame  Mr. 

P fhould  omit  to  write  for  the  dear  frogs,  and 

the  Pervigilium,  I  mufl  intreat  you  not  to  let  me  hn- 
guifli  for  them,  as  I  have  done  ever  fmce  they  croflcd 
the  feas.     Remember  by  what  neglcds,  etc.  wc  miffed 

thcni 


FROM   SEVERAL   PERSONS.       309 

them  v/hen  we  loft  you,  and  therefore  I  have  not  yet 
forgiven  any  of  thofe  triflers  that  let  them  efcape  and 
run  thofe  hazards.  I  am  going  on  at  the  old  rate, 
and  want  you  and  the  Dean  prodigioufly,  and  am  in 
hopes  of  maldng  you  a  vifit  this  fummer,  and  of 
hearing  from  you  both  now  you  are  together.  For- 
tefcue,  I  am  fure,  will  be  concerned  that  he  is  not  in 
Cornhill,  to  fet  his  hand  to  thefe  prefents,  not  only  as 
a  witnefs,  but  as  a 

Serviteur  tres-humble, 

C.  JERVAS. 

It  is  fo  great  an  honour  to  a  poor  Scotchman  to  be 
remembered  at  this  time  a  day,  efpecially  by  an  inha- 
bitant of  the  Glacialis  lerne,  that  I  take  it  very  thank- 
fully, and  have  with  my  good  friends  remembered 
you  at  our  table  in  the  chop-houfe  in  Exchange- Alley, 
There  wanted  nothing  to  complete  our  happinefs  but 
your  company,  and  our  dear  friend  the  Dean's :  I 
am  fure  the  whole  entertainment  would  have  been  to 
his  relifh.  Gay  has  got  fo  much  money  by  walking 
the  ftreets,  that  he  is  ready  to  fet  up  his  equipage : 
he  is  juft  going  to  the  Bank  to  negociate  fome  ex- 
change bills.  Mr.  Pope  delays  his  fecond  volume  of 
his  Homer  till  the  martial  fpirit  of  the  rebels  is  quite 
quelled,  it  being  judged  that  the  firft  part  did  fome 
harm  that  way.  Our  love  again  and  again  to  the 
dear  Dean ;  fuimiis  Tories ;  I  can  fay  no  more. 

ARBUTHNOT. 

X  3  When 


31  o  LETTERS   TO   AND 

Whi:n  a  man  is  confcious  tliat  he  does  no  good 
himfelf,  the  next  thing  is  to  caufe  others  to  do  fome. 
I  may  claim  fome  merit  this  way,  in  haflening  this 
teflimonial  from  your  friends  above-writing :  their 
love  to  you  indeed  wants  no  fpur,  their  ink  wants  no 
pen,  their  pen  wants  no  hand,  ihtir  hand  wants  no 
heart,  and  fo  forth  (after  the  manner  of  Rabelais, 
which  is  betwixt  fome  meaning  and  no  meaning);  and 
yet  it  may  be  faid,  when  prefent  thought  and  oppor- 
tunitv  is  wanting,  their  pens  want  ink,  their  hands 
want  pens,  their  hearts  want  hands,  etc.  till  time, 
place,  and  conveniency  concur  to  fet  them  a-writi;ig, 
as  at  prefent,  a  fociable  meeting,  a  good  dinner,  warm 
fire,  and  an  eafy  fituation  do,  to  the  joint  labour  and 
pleafilre  of  this  epiille. 

Wherein  if  I  fliould  fay  nothing  I  fhould  fay  much, 
(much  being  included  in  my  love,)  though  my  love  be 
fuch,  that  if  I  fhould  fay  much,  I  fliould  yet  fay  no- 
thing, it  being  (as  Cowley  faysj  equally  impofTible 
either  to  conceal  or  to  exprefs  it. 

If  I  were  to  tell  you  the  thing  I  wifli  above  all 
things,  it  is  to  fee  you  again  ;  the  next  is  to  fee  here 
your  treatife  of  Zoilus  with  the  Batrachotnuomachia, 
and  the  Pcrvigiliian  Veneris,  both  which  poems  are 
niaRer-pieces  in  feveral  kinds ;  and  I  queflion  not  the 
profe  is  as  excellent  in  its  fort,  as  the  Eflay  on  Homer. 
Nothing  can  be  more  glorious  to  that  great  author, 
than  that  the  fame  hand  which  raifed  his  beft  ftatue, 
and  decked  it  with  its  old  laurels,  fliould  alfo  hang 

up 
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up  the  fcare-crow  of  his  miferable  critic,  and  gibbet 

up  the  carcafe  of  Zoilus,  to  the  terror  of  the  writings 

of  pofterity.     More,  and  much  more,  upon  this  and 

a  thoufand  other  fubjecls  will  be  the  matter  of  my 

next  letter,  wherein  I  mufl:  open  all  the  friend  to 

you.  At  this  time  I  mufl  be  content  with  telling  you, 

I  am  faithfully,  your  mofl:  afteftionate  and  humble 

fervant, 

A.  POPE. 


LETTER     ex. 

TO    THE   SAME. 

Bear  Sir, 
T  MUST  own  I  have  long  owed  you  a  letter,  but  you 

rnufl  own  you  have  owed  me  one  a  good  deal 
longer.  Befides  I  have  but  two  people  in  the  whole 
kingdom  of  Ireland  to  take  care  of;  the  Dean  and 
you :  but  you  have  feveral  who  complain  of  your 
negledt  in  England.  Mr.  Gay  complains,  Mr.  Har- 
court  complains,  Mr.  Jervas  complains,  Mr.  Arbuth- 
not  complains,  my  Lord  complains  ;  I  complain. 
(Take  notice  of  this  figure  of  iteration,  when  you 
make  your  next  fermon.)  Some  fay,  you  are  in  deep 
difcontent  at  the  new  turn  of  affairs ;  others,  that  you 
are  fo  much  in  the  Archbifhop's  good  graces,  that 
you  will  not  correfpond  with  any  that  have  feen  the 

X  4  lafl 
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laft  miniftry.     Some  affirm,  you  have  quarrelled  with 
Pope  (whofe  friends  they  oblerve  daily  fall  from  him, 
on  account   of  his  fatirical  and  comical  dilpofition) ; 
others,  that  you  are  infinuating  yourfelf  into  the  opi- 
nion    of    the   ingenious    Mr.   What-do-ye-call-him, 
Some  think  you  are  preparing  your  Sermons  for  the 
prefs,  and  others  that  you  will  transform  them  into 
eflays,  and  moral  difcourfes.     But  the   only  excufc 
that  I  will  allow  you  is,  your  attention  to  the  life  of 
ZgUus.     The  frogs  already  fcem  to  croak  for  their 
tranfportation  to  England,  and  are  fenfible  how  much 
that  Dodor  is  curfed  and  hated,  who  introduced  their 
fpecies  into  your  nation ;  therefore,  as  you  dread  the 
wrath  of  St.  Patrick,  fend  them  hither,  and  rid  your 
kingdom  of  thofe  pernicious  and  loquacious  animals. 
I  have  at  length  received  your  poem  out  of  Mr. 
Addifon's  hands,  which  fliall  be  fent  as  foon  as  you 
order  it,  and  in  what  manner  you   fliall  appoint.     I 
fhall,  in  the  mean  time,  give  Mr.  Tooke  a  packet  for 
you,  confiding  of  divers  merry  pieces;  Mr.  Gay's  new 
farce  ;  Mr.  Burnet's  Letter  to  Mr.  Pope  ;  Mr.  Pope's 
Temple  of  Fame ;  Mr.  Thomas  Burnet's  Grumbler 
on   Mr.  Gay  ;  and  the  Bifhop   of  Ailfbury's  Elegy, 
written  either  by  Mr.  Gary  or  fome  other  hand.    Mr. 
Pope  is  reading  a  letter y  and  in  the  mean  time  I  make  ufc 
of  the  I  en,    to  teftify  my  uneafmcfs    in  not  hearing 
from  you.     I  find  fuccefs,  even  in   the   moft    trivial 
things,  raifes  the  indignation  of  fcribblers :  for  I,  for 
my  \Vhat-d'-yc-call-it,  could  neither  efcape  the  fury 

of 
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of  Mr.  Burnet,  or  the  German  Dodlor ;  then  where 
will  rage  end,  when  Homer  Is  to  be  tranflated  ?  Let 
Zoilus  haften  to  your  friend's  afliftance,  and  envious 
criticifm  fhall  be  no  more.  I  am  in  hopes  that  we 
order  our  affairs  fo,  as  to  meet  this  fummer  at  the 
Bath;  for  Mr.  Pope  and  myfelf  have  thoughts  of 
taking  a  trip  thither.  You  fhall  preach,  and  we  will 
write  lampoons,  for  it  is  efteemed  as  great  an  honour 
to  leave  the  Bath  for  fear  of  a  broken  head,  as  for  a 
Terras  Fillius  of  Oxford  to  be  expelled.  I  have  no 
place  at  court,  therefore,  that  I  may  not  entirely  be 
without  one  every  where,  fhew  that  I  have  a  place  in 
your  remembrance. 

Your  moft  affeftionate  faithful  fervants, 

A.  POPE  and  J.  GAY. 

Homer  will  be  publifhed  in  three  weeks. 
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LETTER    L 
MR.   POPE  TO   AARON   HILL,   ESQ^ 

Dear  Sir, 
<^HE  little  thing  which  you  take  fo  kindly,  is  but  a 
very  fmall  part  of  what  I  owe  you  ;  and  whatever 
my  ftudies,  or  (to  ufe  a  properer  word)  idlenefs,  are 
capable  of  producing,  ought  to  be  returned  you  in 
mere  gratitude  for  the  pleafure  I  have  received 
from  your  own  writings :  in  which  give  me  leave  to 
fay,  your  good-will  to  me  in  particular  is  as  diflin- 
guifliable,  as  the  obligation  you  lay  on  the  public  in 
general.  I  am  very  happy  in  the  envy  and  filly 
attacks  of  fuch  people  as  have  awakened  the  gene- 
rofity  of  fo  powerful  a  defender.  Nor  am  I  afhamed 
of  thofe  weaknelfes  of  mine,  which  they  have  expofed 
in  print,  (the  greateft  of  which  was  my  thinking  too 
candidly  of  them,  to  whom  I  wrote  my  Letters  with 
fo  much  unguarded  friendlinefs,  and  freedom,)  fince 
you  have  found  a  way  to  turn  thofe  weakneffes  into 
virtue,  by  your  partial  regard  of  them.  The  eye 
of  candour,  Hke   the   Sun,  makes  all  the  beauties 

which 
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which  it  fees ;  it  gives  colour  and  brightncfs  to  the 
meaneft:  objcds  purely  by  looking  on  them.  I  agree 
with  you,  that  there  is  a  pleafure  in  feeing  the  nature 
and  temper  of  men  in  the  plaincft  undrefs  ;  but  few 
men  are  of  confequence  enough  to  deferve,  or  re- 
ward, that  curiofity.  I  fliall  indeed  (and  fo  will  all 
mankind)  be  highly  pleafed  to  fee  the  great  Czar  of 
Mufcovy  in  this  light,  drawn  by  himfelf,  like  an  an- 
cient mafter,  in  rough  jflrokes,  without  heightening  or 
Jfhadowing  :  what  a  fatisfaction  to  behold  that  perfeifh 
likenefs,  without  art,  affeclation,  or  even  the  glofs  of 
colouring,  with  a  noble  negleft  of  all  that  finifhing 
and  fmoothing,  which  any  other  hand  would  have 
been  obliged  to  beftow  on  fo  principal  a  figure  ?  I 
write  this  to  a  man  whofe  judgment  I  am  certain  of, 
and  therefore  am  as  certain  you  will  give  the  world 
this  great  depofitum,  juil  as  you  have  received  it : 
there  will  be  no  danger  of  your  drelTrng  this  Mars  too 
finely,  whofe  armour  is  not  gold,  but  adamant,  and 
whofe  flilc  in  all  probability  is  much  more  flrong 
than  it  is  polifhed.  I  congratulate  you,  that  this 
great  treafure  is  fallen  into  your  hands ;  and  1  con- 
gratulate all  Europe,  that  it  is  to  be  delivered  to  them 
through  the  hands  of  one,  who  w  ill  think  it  facrilege 
to  touch  upon,  much  lefs  to  alter,  any  great  lines  of 
iuch  an  original. 

I  can  make  you  no  better  return  for  your  great 
compliment  upon  me  (which  it  would  be  arrogance 
iu  mc  to  fliew  to  any  other,  and  dangerous  even  to 

remember 
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remember  myfelf )  but  by  telling  you,  that  it  is  ho- 
nour enough  to  reward  all  my  lludies,  to  find  my 
chara6ler  and  reputation  is  part  of  the  care  of  that 
perfon  to  whom  the  fame  and  glory  of  Peter  Alexio- 
witz  was  committed. 

Sir, 

I  am  forced  to  make  ufe  of  another  hand  than  my 

own  in  this  letter,  having  received  a  wound  crofs  all 

the  veins  of  my  right  hand,  by  which  the  tendons  of 

two  fingers  are  feparated  ;  however,  it  w-as  a  fine  paid 

for  my  life,  which  has  been  very  narrowly  faved,  and 

which  may  now  continue  me  fome  years  longer. 

Dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     n. 

TO   THE   SAME; 

SIR,  January  5,  1 7 30- 1. 

v/As  unwilling  to  anfwer  your  too  obhging  letter 
(which  puts  much  too  great  a  ftrefs  upon  my  opi- 
nion) till  I  had  read  your  play  with  the  attention  it 
deferves :  I  mean,  not  once,  but  feveral  times  over. 
In  a  word,  to  comply  with  my  judgment  will  coft  you 
no  trouble,  except  to  your  modefty ;  which  is,  to  ad 
it  as  foon  as  -poffibk.     Nothing  but  trifles  have  I  to 

objecbj 
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object,  and  which  were  fuch  as  did  not  once  (lop  me 
at  the  firfl:  reading  ;  the  fpirit,  defiqn,  and  characters, 
carrying  me  on,  without  Hop,  check,  or  even  inter- 
miflion.  You  certainly  are  mafter  of  the  art  of  the 
Stage,  in  the  manner  of  forming  and  conducing  the 
defign,  which  I  think  impoflible  to  be  mended  ;  of 
that  great  part,  and  of  the  other,  the  raifing  the  paf- 
fions,  I  will  fay^  nothing  to  you,  who  know  them  fo 
much  better  than  myfelf.  I  would  only  point  out  a 
few  particularities  in  thought  or  expreflion,  as  mate- 
rial as  excepting  to  a  button  on  your  coat,  or  a  loofe 
hair.  Two  or  three  lines  I  have  with  great  timorouf- 
nefs  written  on  one  of  your  blank  leaves,  in  black 
lead,  half  afraid  to  be  legible,  and  not  without  fome 
hope  that  before  you  fee  them,  they  may  be  vanifhed  : 
fo  may  perhaps  my  obje£lions,  every  one  of  them. 
Shall  I  fee  you  foon,  to  tell  you  thefe  nothings  ? 
Whenever  I  fliall  fee  you,  I  hope  to  find  we  can  em- 
ploy the  time  better,  than  I,  in  telling,  or  you,  in 
hearing  them.  O  mud  I  return  you  the  play  now? 
Your  orders  w  III  be  obeyed  as  foon  as  you  give  them. 
I  really  rejoice  at  your  Lady's  recovery :  I  would 
have  her  and  you  think,  the  air  of  Richmond  is  par- 
ticularly good  to  re-eilablifh  her.  Pray  let  Mifs  Hill 
know,  I  am  ready  to  believe  all  the  good  things  her 
own  father  can  fee  in  her  :  I  can  fafely  truft  both  his 
judgments  and  his  afftdiofis.     1  am,  truly,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     in. 
TO  THE   SAME. 
Dear  Sir,  February  5,  1730-t. 

MADE  a  ftrong  eflay  to  have  told  you  in  perfon 
how  very  kindly  I  took  your  two  lad  letters.  The 
only  hours  I  had  in  my  power  from  a  neceffary  care 
that  brought  me  back  immediately,  I  would  have  im- 
pofed  on  you.  It  will  pleafe  you  to  know  the  poor 
woman  is  rather  better,  though  it  may  be  but  like  the 
improvement  of  a  light  on  the  end  of  a  dying  taper, 
which  brightens  a  little  before  it  expires.  Your  hint 
about  my  title  Of  Falfe  Tajie,  you'll  fee,  is  made  ufe 
of  in  the  fecond  edition.  Your  opinion  alfo  of  my 
giving  fome  public  diifent  or  proteft  againft  the  filly 
malicious  mifconftru6lion  of  the  town,  I  agree  to ; 
but  I  think  no  one  flep  fhould  be  taken  in  it,  but  in 
concert  with  the  Duke  whom  they  injure.  It  will  be 
a  pleafure  felt  by  you,  to  tell  you,  his  Grace  has  writ- 
ten to  me  the  ftrongefl  aifurance  imaginable  of  the 
reclitude  of  his  opinion,  and  of  his  refentment  of  that 
report,  which  to  hi?n  is  an  impertinence .^  to  me  a  vil- 
lany. 

I  am  afraid  of  tiring  you,  and  (what  is  your  beft 
fecurity)  I  have  not  time  to  do  it.     I'll  only  jufl  tell 
you,  that  many  circumflances  you  have  heard,  as  rc- 
femblances  to  the  picture  of  Timon,  are  utterly  in- 
ventions 
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ventions  of  liars ;  the  number  of  fervants  never  was 
an  hundred,  the  paintings  not  of  Venio  or  La  Gucirc, 
but  Bcllucci  and  Zaman ;  no  fuch  buffet,  manner  of 
reception  at  the  (ludy,  terras,  etc.  all  which,  and  many- 
more,  they  have  not  fcrupled  to  forge,  to  gain  fome 
credit  to  the  application  :  and  (which  is  worfe)  belied 
teftimonies  of  noblemen,  and  of  my  particular  friends, 
to  condemn  me.  In  a  word,  the  malice  is  as  great 
as  the  dulnefs  of  my  calumniators :  the  one  I  forgive, 
the  other  I  pity,  and  I  defpife  both.  Adieu  ;  the  firfl 
day  I  am  near  you  I  will  find  you  out,  and  fhew  you 
fomething  you  will  liko.  My  bed  good  wiflies  are 
yours,  and  Mifs  Urania's. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     IV. 

TO   THE  SAME. 

SIR,  Parfon's  Green,  February  J,  1730-I. 

QiNCE  I  am  fully  fatisfied  we  arc  each  of  us  fin- 
cerely  and  affeftionately  fervants  to  the  other,  I 
defue  we  may  be  no  further  milled  by  the  warmth  of 
writing  on  this  fubjed.  If  you  think  I  have  fhewn 
too  much  wcakncfs,  or  if  I  think  you  have  fhewn  too 
nuich  luarmth,  let  us  forgive  one  another's  temper. 
1  told  you  I  thought  my  letter  a  filly  one  j  but  the 

2  more 
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more  I  thought  fo,  the  more  in  fending  it  I  fhewed 
my  trufl  in  your  good  difpofition  toward  me.  I  am 
forry  you  took  it  to  have  an  air  of  neglect,  or  fupC' 
riority :  becaufe  I  know  in  my  heart,  I  had  not  the 
leafl  thought  of  being  any  way  fuperior  to  Mr.  Hill ; 
and,  far  from  the  leaft  defign  to  fhew  neglect  to  a 
gentleman  who  was  fhewing  me  civility,  I  meant  in 
return  to  fhew  him  a  better  thing,  fmcerity  ;  which  I 
am  forry  Ihould  be  fo  ill  expreifed  as  to  feem  rude- 
nefs.  I  meant  but  to  complain  as  frankly  as  you,  that 
all  complaints  on  both  fides  might  be  out,  and  at  a 
period  for  ever  :  I  meant  by  this  to  have  laid  a  furer 
foundation  for  your  opinion  of  me  for  the  future, 
that  it  might  no  more  be  ihaken  by  miflakes  or 
vvhifpers. 

I  am  fure.  Sir,  you  have  a  higher  opinion  of  my 
poetry  than  I  myfelf.  But  I  am  fo  defirous  you  fliould 
have  a  jufl  one  of  me  every  way,  that  I  wifh  you  un- 
derflood  both  my  temper  in  general,  and  my  juftice 
to  you  in  particular,  better  than  I  find  my  letter  re- 
prefented  them.  I  wi(h  it  the  more,  fince  you  tell  me 
how  ill  a  pi6lure  my  enemies  take  upon  'em  to  give, 
of  the  mind  of  a  man  they  are  utter  ftrangers  to. 
However,  you  will  obferve,  that  much  fpleen  and 
emotion  are  a  little  inconfiflent  with  neglect^  and  an 
opinion  oi  fuperiority.  Towards  them,  God  knows, 
I  never  felt  any  emotions,  but  what  bad  writers  raife 
in  all  men,  thofe  gentle  ones  of  laughter  or  pity : 
that  I  was  fo  open,  concerned,  and  ferious,  with  re- 

VOL.  VIII.  Y  fped 
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fpect  to  you  only,  is  fure  a  proof  of  regard,  not  ne- 
gled.  For  in  truth,  nothing  ever  vexed  me,  till  1  faw 
your  epigram  againft  Dr.  S.  and  me  come  out  in  their 
papers :  and  this,  indeed,  did  vex  me,  to  fee,  07ie 
fican  among  the  geefc. 

That  the  letters  A.  H.  were  applied  to  you  in  the 
papers,  I  did  not  know  (for  I  feldom  read  them) ;  I 
heard  it  only  from  Mr.  Savage,  as  from  yourfelf,  and 
font  my  aflurances  to  the  contrary.  But  I  don*t  fee 
how  the  annotator  on  the  D.  could  have  rectified  that 
miftake,  publicly,  without  particularizing  your  name, 
in  a  book  where  I  thought  it  too  good  to  be  inferted. 
No  doubt  he  has  applied  that  paflage  in  the  D.  to 
you,  by  the  (lory  he  tells ;  but  his  mention  of  bom- 
baji,  only  in  fome  of  your  juvenile  pieces,  I  think, 
was  meant  to  fhew,  that  paflage  hinted  only  at  that 
allegorical  muddincfs,  and  not  at  any  luorfe  fort  of 
dirt,  with  which  fome  other  writers  were  charged.  I 
hate  to  fay  what  will  not  be  believed  :  yet  when  I  told 
you,  "  Many  afked  me  to  'who7n  that  oblique  praife 
"  was  meant  ?'*  I  did  not  tell  you  I  anfwered  it  was  you. 
Has  it  efcaped  your  obfervation,  that  the  name  is  a 
fyllable  too  long  ?  Or  (if  you  will  have  it  a  Chriftian 
name)  is  there  any  other  in  the  whole  book  ?  Is  there 
no  author  of  two  fyllables  whom  it  will  better  fit,  not 
only  as  getting  out  of  the  allegorical  muddincfs,  but 
as  having  been  dipt  in  the  dirt  of  party-ivriting,  and 
recovering  from  it  betimes  ?  I  know  fuch  a  man,  who 
would  take  it  for  a  compliment,  and  fo  would  his  pa- 
trons 
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trons  too — But  I  alk  you  not  to  believe  this,  except 
you  are  vaftly  inclined  to  it.  I  will  come  clofer  to  the 
point :  would  you  have  the  note  left  out  ?  It  fhall. 
Would  you  have  it  exprefsly  faid,  yoii  were  not 
7neant  ?  It  fhall,  if  I  have  any  influence  on  the  editors. 

I  believe  the  note  was  meant  only  as  a  gentle  re- 
buke, and  friendlily  :  I  underftood  very  well  the  ca- 
veat on  your  part  to  be  the  fame  ;  and  complained 
(you  fee)  of  nothing  but  two  or  three  lines  reflecting 
on  my  behaviour  and  temper  to  other  writers ;  be- 
caufe  I  knew  they  were  not  true,  and  you  could  not 
know  they  were. 

You  cannot  in  your  cool  judgment  think  it  fair  to 
fix  a  man's  character  on  a  point,  of  which  you  do  not 
give  one  inftance  ?  Name  but  the  man,  or  men,  to 
whom  I  have  unjuftly  omitted  approbation  or  en- 
couragement, and  I'll  be  ready  to  do  them  juftice.  I 
think  I  have  publicly  praifed  all  the  befl  writers  of 
my  time,  except  yourfelf,  and  fuch  as  I  have  had  no 
fair  opportunity  to  praife.  As  to  the  great  and  po- 
pular^ I've  praifed  but  few,  and  thofe  at  the  times 
when  they  were  leqfi  popular.  Many  of  thofe  writers 
have  done  nothing  elfe  but  flattered  the  great  and  po- 
pular, or  been  worfe  employed  by  'em  in  party-fluff. 
I  do  indeed  think  it  no  great  pride  in  me,  to  fpeak 
about  them  with  fome  air  of  fuperiority ;  and  this, 
Sir,  muft  be  the  caufe  (and  no  other)  that  made  me 
addrefs  that  declaration  of  my  temper  towards  thon^ 
to  you,  who  had  accufed  me  of  the  contrary,  not,  \ 

Y  2  affure 
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aflTure  you,  from  the  lead  imagination  of  any  refem- 
bhmce  between  you  and  them,  either  in  merit  or  cir- 
cumflances. 

I  named  Mr.  Dennis,  becaufe  you  diflinguifli  him 
from  the  refl :  So  do  I.  But,  moreover,  he  was  up- 
permoft  in  my  thoughts,  from  having  endeavoured 
{before  your  admonition)  to  promote  his  affair,  with 
Lord  Wilmington,  Lord  Lanfdown,  Lord  Blandford, 
and  Mr.  Pulteney,  etc.  who  promifed  me  to  favour  it. 
But  it  would  be  unjufl:  to  meafure  my  good-will  by 
the  effeds  of  it  on  the  great,  many  of  whom  are  the 
lafl  men  in  the  world  who  will  pay  tributes  of  this 
fort,  from  their  own  ungiving  nature ;  and  many  of 
whom  laugh  at  me  when  I  ferioufly  petition  for  Mr. 
Dennis.  After  this,  I  mufl  not  name  the  many  whom 
I  have  fruitlefsly  folicited :  I  hope  yet  to  be  more 
fuccefsful.  But,  Sir,  you  feem  too  iniquitous  in  vour 
conceptions  of  me,  when  you  fancy  I  called  fuch 
things  fervices.  I  called  'em  but  humane  offices  : 
Services  I  faid  I  ivould  render  him,  if  I  could.  I 
would  afk  a  place  for  life  for  him  ;  and  I  have ;  but 
that  is  not  in  my  power  :  if  it  was,  it  would  be  2i/er- 
'vice,  and  I  wifli  it. 

I  mentioned  the  poffibility  of  Mr.  D.'s  abufing  me  for 
forgiving  him,  becaufe  he  actually  did,  in  print,  lately 
reprefcnt  my  poor,  undefigning,  fubfcriptions  to  him, 
to  be  the  effed  of  fear  and  defire,  to  flop  his  critiques 
upon  me.  I  wifli  Mr.  Hill  would  (for  once)  think  fo 
candidly  of  me,  as  to  believe  me  fincere  in  one  de- 
4  claration. 
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claration,  that  "  I  defire  no  man  to  belie  his  own 
**  judgment  in. my  favour.'*  Therefore,  though  I  ac- 
knowledge your  generous  offer  to  give  examples  of 
ijiiperfedions  rather  out  of  your  own  works  than 
mine,  in  your  intended  book ;  I  confent,  with  all  my 
heart,  to  your  confining  them  to  7nine ;  for  two  rea- 
fons :  the  one,  that  I  fear  your  fenfibility  that  way  is 
greater  than  my  own  (by  obferving  you  feem  too  con- 
cerned at  that  hint  given  by  the  notes  on  the  D.  of  a 
little  fault  in  the  works  of  your  youth  only)  ;  the 
other  is  a  better,  namely,  that  I  intend  to  amend  by 
your  remarks,  and  correal  the  faults  you  find,  if  they 
are  fuch  as  I  exped  from  Mr.  Hill's  cool  judgment. 

I  am  very  fenfible,  that  my  poetical  talent  is  all  that 
may  (I  fay  not,  will)  make  me  remembered :  but  it 
is  my  morality  only  that  mull  make  me  beloved,  or 
happy :  and  if  it  be  any  deviation  from  greatnefs  of 
7nind,  to  prefer  friendfliips  to  fame,  or  the  honefl  en- 
joyments of  life  to  noify  praifes ;  I  fairly  confefs  that 
meannefs.  Therefore  it  is.  Sir,  that  I  much  more  re- 
fent  any  attempt  againll  my  moral  charader  (which  I 
know  to  be  unjufl)  than  any  to  lefTen  my  poetical  one 
(which,  for  all  I  know,  may  be  very  jufl). 

Pray,  then.  Sir,  excufe  my  weak  letter,  as  I  do  your 
warm  one.  I  end  as  I  begun.  You  gueffed  right,  that 
I  was  fick  when  I  wrote  it :  yours  are  very  well  writ- 
ten, but  I  have  neither  health  nor  time  to  make  mine 
fo.  I  have  writ  a  whole  book  of  retra6lations  of  my 
writings  (which  would  greatly  improve  your  criti- 

Y  3  cifm.s 
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cifms  on  my  errors),  but  of  my  life  and  manners  I  do 

not  yet  repent  one  jott,  efpecially  when  I  find  in  my 

heart  I  continue  to   be,  without  the  lead  acrimony, 

(even  as  little  as  I  defirc  you  fhould  bear  to  myfelf,) 

fmcerely,  Sir, 

Yours  affeflionately. 

If  I  did  not  acknowledge  as  I  ought,  both  the  fa- 
ther's agreeable  prefent,  and  the  daughter's  pretty 
one,  which  you  fent  me,  I  very  ill  exprefled  myfelf. 
If  Mifs  Urania  Hill  has  not  my  4  to  edition  of  the 
Odyjfey,  I  beg  your  leave  to  fend  it  her.  You  had 
fooner  heard  from  me,  but  I  faw  yours,  here,  but 
three  days  ago.     I  return  home  to-morrow. 


LETTER     V. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

SIR,  February'  15,  1731. 

T?VER  fmce  I  returned  home,  I  have  been  in  almoft 
roaring  pain,  with  a  violent  rheumatifm  in  my 
flioulder,  fo  that  all  I  am  able  to  do  is  to  return  you 
thanks  for  yours.  The  fatisfadion  it  gave  me  is  pro- 
portioned to  the  regard  I  have  for  you.  I  will  not 
praife  your  poem  further  than  to  fay,  the  gcnerofity  of 
its  fentiments  mufl  charm  every  man  :  its  other  merit 
you  know  well.  YouMl  pardon  the  few  doubts  I  jflart 
in  the  iiUevlinings  j   they  are  fuch  as  you  can  efface 

as 
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as  eafily  as  they  may  deferve.  I  wifh  to  tell  my  Lord 
Peterborough  (who  has  fo  long  honoured  me  with  fo 
particular  and  familiar  an  acquaintance)  the  honour 
done  him. 

I  am  very  defirous  to  leave  out  that  Note,  if  you 
like  fo.  The  two  lords,  and  one  gentleman,  who 
really  took  and  printed  that  edition,  I  can  (I  doubt 
not)  bring  eafily  to  it. 

The  chief  objedion  I  have  to  what  you  fay  of  my- 
felf  in  this  poem,  is,  that  the  praife  is  too  ftrong.  I 
may  well  compound  for  the  reft. 

Suffer  me  to  fend  the  young  lady  the  Odyjfey,  full 

of  faults,  as  I  know  it  to  be,  before  flie  grows  old 

enough  to  know  how  mean  a  prefent  it  is.     I  am, 

with  great  truth,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VL 
TO    THE    SAME. 
SIR,  March  2,  1731. 

T  AM  extremely  pleafed  with  the  favour  you  have 
done  me  in  fending  me  your  poem,  and  the  more, 
as  it  gives  me  the  opportunity  of  affuring  you  I  never 
did,  or  meant  you  the  leaft  injury;  in  which  I 
Ihould  have  fully  fatisfied  you  long  fmce,  had  you 
alked  me  the  queftion.  I  remember,  Mr.  Lintot 
fliewed  me  a  piece  of  yours,  of  which  (he  faid)  you 

y  4  defired 
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defired  my  opinion  :  I  was  juft  then  in  a  great  hurry, 
going  a  journey  out  of  town  upon  bufinefs  for  a  few 
days  ;  and  therefore  told  him  I  would  call  for  it  in  a 
day  or  two,  to  read  carefully :  however,  I  caft  my 
eye  on  fome  parts  of  it,  which  I  liked,  and  told  him 
fo.  This  was  all,  to  the  bed  of  my  memory,  that 
pafled  between  us ;  and  you  may  imagine  it  was  fome 
furprize  to  me  when  I  faw  your  Preface  a  very 
fliort  time  after.  I  think  it  incumbent  on  any  well- 
meaning  man,  to  acquit  himfclf  of  an  ill-grounded 
fufpicion  in  another,  who  perhaps  means  equally  well, 
and  is  only  too  credulous.  I  am  fmcerely  fo  far  from 
refenting  this  miftake,  that  I  am  more  difpleafed,  at 
your  thinking  it  neceflary  to  treat  me  fo  much  in  a 
flyle  of  compliment  as  you  do  in  your  letter.  I  will 
fay  nothing  of  the  poem  you  favour  me  with,  for  fear 
of  being  in  the  wrong;  but  I  am  fure,  the  perfon 
who  is  capable  of  writing  it,  can  need  no  man  to 
judge  it.     I  am,  with  all  refpecl,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

I  received  yours  but  four  days  fmce,  it  being  di- 
rcded  to  Chifv.  irk,  where  I  have  not  lived  this  twelve- 
month. 


I 
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LETTER    VIL 
TO    THE   SAME. 
Dear  Sir,  Twickenham,  March  14,  1731, 

AM  not  more  happy,  nor  feel  a  greater  eafe  in 
comparifon  of  my  former  pain,  in  the  recovery 
from  my  rheumatifm,  than  in  that  from  your  dif- 
pleafure.  Be  aiTured,  no  little  offenders  ever  fliall  be 
diflinguifhed  more  by  me.  Your  dedication  pleafes 
me  almofl  equally  with  the  poem  ;  our  hearts  beat  jufl 
together,  in  regard  to  men  of  power  and  quality  :  but 
a  feries  of  infirmities  (for  my  whole  life  has  been  but 
one  long  difeafe)  has  hindered  me  from  following 
your  advices.  I  this  day  have  writ  to  Lord  Peterbo- 
rough a  letter  with  your  poem.  The  familiarity  in 
which  we  have  lived  fome  years,  makes  it  not  un- 
ufual,  in  either  him  or  me,  to  tell  each  other  any 
thing  that  pleafes  us :  otherwife  you  might  think  it 
arrogant  in  me  to  pretend  to  put  fo  good  a  thing  into 
his  hands,  in  which  I  have  no  merit.  Your  mention 
of  our  friend  Mr.  Mallet  I  thank  you  for,  and  fhould 
be  glad  he  would  give  me  an  opportunity  of  thank- 
ing you  in  perfon,  who  am,  with  fmcerity,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     Vm. 
TO  THE    SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  Twickenliam,  April  4,  1731. 

TTT  is  a  ferious  pleafure  to  me  to  find  you  concerned, 
that  I  (hould  do  your  good  fenfc  and  difcernment 
the  juftice  it  deferves.  It  is  impoflible  for  me  not  to 
think  juft  what  you  would  have  me  on  this  head ;  the 
whole^/r/V  and  ineaning  of  your  poem  fliews  all  little 
thoughts  to  be  ftrangers  to  your  foul.  I  happen  to 
know  many  particulars  relating  to  the  Earl  of  Peter- 
borough's conduct,  and  juft  glory,  in  that  fcene  you 
draw  fo  well :  but  no  man  ought  (I  think)  to  attempt 
what  you  aim  at,  or  can  pretend  to  do  him  more  ho- 
nour than  what  you  yourfelf  here  have  done  ;  except 
himfelf:  I  have  long  preffed  him  to  put  together 
many  papers  lying  by  him,  to  that  end.  On  this  late 
occafion  he  told  me  you  had  formerly  endeavoured 
the  fame,  and  it  comes  into  my  mind,  that,  on  many 
of  thofe  papers,  I've  feen  an  endorfement  A.  H.  which 
I  fancy  might  be  thofe  you  overlooked.  My  Lord 
fpoke  of  you  with  great  regard,  and  told  me  how 
narrowly  you  both  mifled  of  going  together  on  an 
adventurous  expedition  *.  The  real  reafon  I  carried 
him  your  poem  was,  that  I  imagined  you  would  never 
fend  it  him,  of  all  mankind  ;  and  that  I  was  truly 
pleafcd  with  it. 

I  am 

•  On  an  expedition  to  the  WcH  Indies. 
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I  am  troubled  to  reflect,  how  unequal  a  corre- 
fpondent  I  am  to  you,  partly  through  want  of  health, 
(for  I  have  fince  had  a  fever,)  partly  through  want  of 
fplrits,  and  want  of  folitude ;  for  the  lafl:  thing  we 
poets  care  to  own,  is  the  other  want,  that  of  abilities. 

But  I  am  fenfibly  pleafed  with  your  letter,  not  only 
with  that  which  feemed  to  prompt  it,  but  with  the 
things  faid  in  it :  and  I  thank  you  for  both  — Believe 
me  defirous  to  fee  you :  when,  and  where,  you  fhall 
determine ;  though  I  wi(h  it  were  here :  you'll  fee  a 
place  feeming  more  fit  for  me  than  it  is ;  looking 
poetical,  yet  too  much  in  the  world  :  romantic  and 
not  retired  :  however,  I  can  lock  up  all  avenues  to  it 
fometimes,  and  I  know  no  better  reafon  for  doing  fo, 
or  for  fhutting  out  the  world,  than  to  enjoy  fuch  an 
one  as  yourfelf. 

I  am,  Sir,  with  elleem  and  fincerity. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     IX. 
TO  THE   SAME. 
Dear  Sir,  September  3,  1 7 31. 

J  HAVE  been,  and  yet  am,  totally  confined  by  my 

mother's  relapfe,  if  that  can  be  called  fo,  which  is 

rather  a  conftant  and  regular  decay.     She  is  now  on 

her  lafl  bed,  in  all  probability,  from  whence  jQie  has 

not 
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not  rifen  in  fome  weeks,  yet  in  no  dired  pain,  but  a 
peri:)etual  languor.  I  fufler  for  her,  for  myfclf,  and 
for  you,  in  the  refledion  of  what  you  have  felt  at  the 
fide  of  a  fick  bed,  which  I  now  feel,  and  of  what  I 
probably  foon  fliall  fuffer,  which  you  now  fuffer,  in 
the  lofs  of  one's  bed  friend.  I  have  wifhed  (ever 
fince  I  faw  your  letter)  to  afk  you,  fince  you  find 
your  own  houfe  a  fcene  of  forrows,  to  pafs  fome  days 
in  mine  ;  which  I  begin  to  think  I  fhall  foon  have  the 
fame  melancholy  reafon  to  fhun.  In  the  mean  time, 
I  make  a  fort  of  amufement  of  this  melancholy  fitua- 
tion  itfelf,  and  try  to  derive  a  comfort  in  imagining  I 
give  fome  to  her.  I  am  feldom  prompted  to  poetry 
in  thefe  circumftances ;  yet  I'll  fend  you  a  few  lines 
I  fent  t'other  day  from  her  bed-fide  to  a  particular 
friend.  Indeed  I  want  fpirits  and  matter,  to  fend  you 
any  thing  elfe,  or  on  any  other  fubjed.  Thefe  too 
are  fpiritlefs,  and  incorred. 

While  ev'ry  joy,  fuccefsful  youth!  is  thine, 
Be  no  unpleafing  melancholy  mine. 
Me  long,  ah  long  !  may  thefe  foft  cares  engage  ; 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  repofing  age. 
With  lenient  arts  prolong  a  parent's  breath, 
Make  languor  fmile,  and  fmooth  the  bed  of  death. 
Me,  when  the  cares  my  better  years  have  (hown 
Another's  age,  fliall  haften  on  my  own; 
Shall  fome  kind  hands,  likeB***'s  or  thine, 
Lead  gently  down,  and  favour  the  decline  ? 
In  wants,  in  ficknefs,  fliall  a  friend  be  nigh, 
Explore  my  thought,  and  watch  my  afking  eye  ? 
Whether  that  blelFmg  be  deny  'd,  or  giv'n, 
Thus  far,  is  right ;  the  refl  belongs  to  Hcav'n. 

Excufe 
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Excufe  this,  in  a  man  who  is  weak  and  wounded,  but 

not  by  his  enemies,  but  for  his  friends.     I  wifh  you 

the  continuance  of  all  that  is  yet  dear  to  you  in  life, 

and  am  truly 

Yours. 


LETTER     X. 
TO  THE   SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  September  29,  173 1. 

T  RETURN  you  the  inclofed  the  day  after  I  received 
it,  left  it  fliould  retard  your  finilhing  the  copy, 
now  the  year  draws  toward  winter :  and  though  I 
am  in  a  great  hurry,  which  allows  me  to  fay  little, 
only  to  tell  you,  in  my  Lord's  name  and  my  own, 
that  we  think  you  Ihew  even  more  friendfhip  and 
confidence  in  us,  than  we  have  hitherto  been  juflly 
entitled  to,  from  any  ufe  our  opinion  could  be  of,  to  a 
judgment  fo  good  as  your  own.  We  are  fully  fatif- 
fied  ;  and  'tis  but  a  word  or  two,  that  I  can  carp, 
with  the  utmoft  and  mofl  extended  feverity  of  a  friend. 
It  will  be  with  infinitely  greater  promptitude,  and 
pleafure,  that  I  ihall  fpeak  (every  where)  my  real  ap- 
probation and  efleem  of  the  performance,  in  which  I 
fhall  do  no  more  than  difcharge  my  confcience.  I 
wifh  fincerely,  I  could  as  well  ferve  you  in  promoting 
its  fuccefs,  as  I  can  teflify  it  deferves  all  fuccefs.  You 

will. 
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will,  I  am  fure,  be  fo  candid,  and  fo  reafonablc,  as  to 
conclude,  I  would  not  decline  writing  your  epilot^ue 
on  any  but  a  jufl  reafon,  and  indeed  (to  me)  an  in- 
variable maxim,  which  I  have  held  thefe  twenty  years. 
Every  poetical  friend  I  have,  has  had  my  word,  I 
never  would ;  and  my  leave  to  take  the  fame  refufals 
I  made  him,  ill,  if  ever  I  wrote  one  for  another :  and 
this  very  winter,  Mr.  Thomfon  and  Mr.  Mallet  excufc 
me,  whofe  tragedies  either  are  to  appear  this  feafon, 
or  the  next.  I  fancy  the  latter,  as  I  have  fecn  or 
heard  of  no  more  but  d.Jir/1  a6t,  yet,  of  each. 

I  have  lately  had  an  addrefs  of  miother  kind  from  a 
man  of  letters,  which  gives  me  more  embarraffment, 
and  in  the  conduct  whereof  I  could  wifh  I  had  your 
advice,  though  I  hardly  know  how  to  aik  it.  I  hope 
foon  to  fee  the  critical  work  you  promifed  me,  in 
which  I  hope  to  have  fome  further  occafion  of  prov- 
ing to  you  the  real  deference  I  have  to  your  fcnti- 
ments,  and  efleem  for  your  perfon,     I  am. 

Dear  Sir,  Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XL 

TO   THE   SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  Ov^obcr  29,  1731. 

ryuERE  is  an  ill  fate  hangs  upon  me  in  relation  to 

the  pleafure  I've  often  (from  the  very  firll  time  I 
faw  you  at  Dr.  Young's)  propofcd  in  our  acquaint- 
ance. 
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ance.  I  really  flayed  that  night  in  town,  upon  Bowry's 
notice,  which  he  left  in  writing,  that  you  fhould  be  at 
home  all  Wednefday,  and  had  dedicated  three  hours 
to  you,  or  more  properly,  to  myfelf  with  you.  I 
alked,  particularly,  for  Mifs  Urania;  but  thought  my- 
felf, though  old  enough,  not  familiar  enough,  to  alk  to 
fee  her.  I  defire  your  firft  notice,  if  you  come  this 
way ;  or  rather,  I  wifti  you  would  take  up  your 
lodging  with  me.  In  the  mean  time,  pray  fend 
the  tragedy  of  Athelwold  (for  fo  I  would  call  it), 
under  cover,  to  the  Countefs  of  Suffolk,  before  Mon- 
day, at  her  lodgings  in  St.  James's.  I  promifed  it 
her  again ;  and  if  you  think  it  of  any  confequence 
that  the  K.  fhould  fee  it  in  manufcript,  I  think  no- 
thing more  eafy.  In  truth,  all  this  is  doing  it  no 
credit ;  'tis  only  doing  fome  to  thofe  who  may  com- 
mend it.  I  could  not  imagine  in  what  parts  it  needed 
addition ;  fure  every  incident  is  well  prepared :  but 
no  man  can  fee  fo  far  into  his  own  work  as  the  au- 
thor, if  a  good  one ;  fo  little,  if  a  bad  or  indifferent 
one. — I  am  with  truth,  Sir, 

Tour,  etc. 
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LETTER     XIL 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  November  12,  173 1. 

J  SHALL  have  the  pleafure  (fick  or  well)  to  be  at  the 
firfl  reprefeiltation  of  your  play  to-morrow,  with 
Lord  Burlington  and  Lord  Bathurfl,  and  one  or  two 
more.     Another  noble  Lord,  who  underftands  you 
beft,  mud  be  contented  to  read  the  two  lall  ads  in  his 
ftudy  :  but  Sir  Will.  Wyndham,  with  Mr.  Gay,  and 
fome  others,  will  be  there  alfo,  in  another  place,  in 
his  flead. — I  write  this  that  I  may  not  take  up  a  mi- 
nute of  your  time  in  calling  on  me  to-morrow  ;  but 
if  you   will  fend  to  the   office   to-night   for   places 
for  four  people,  we  will  order  a  man  or  two  to  go  to 
keep  'em  for  us  :  Lord  Burlington  comes  on  purpofc 

to  town.     I  am,  with  great  truth, 

Yours,  etc. 

Tve  yet  heard  no  account  from  Court. 


LETTER     XIIL 
TO   THE   SAME. 
Dear  Sir,  Sat.  Mom.  Nov.  14,  1731. 

I  CANNOT  leave  London  without  thanking  you  for 

the  pleafure  you  gave  me  lall  night,  by  which  I  fee 

you  can  as  well  make  adors,  as  plays :  yet  I  own  I 

receive 


FROM  AARON  HILL,  ESQ^       337 

receive  more  pleafure  from  reading,  than  feeing  your 
Athelwold.  I  thought  the  befl  part  of  the  audience 
very  attentive,  and  was  told,  feveral  ladies  were 
moved  to  tears.  It  is  pity  Mrs.  Gibber's  voice  and 
perfon  were  not  a  little  higher  ;  fhe  fpeaks  extremely 
juftly,  and  feems  to  be  miftrefs  of  her  part.  I  could 
not  come  foon  enough  for  the  prologue,  but  the  epi- 
logue is  a  very  humorous  one.  I  am  afhamed  to 
trouble  you ;  but  being  gone  out  of  town,  and  fear- 
ing the  miflakes  of  fervants,  I  beg  a  box  may  be  had 
for  Monday,  the  third  night,  (if  there  be  any  empty,) 
for  Mrs.  Blount,  a  particular  friend  of  mine.  I  yef- 
terday  faw  Lady  Suffolk,  and  found,  though  their 
Majefties  had  not  had  time  to  read,  yet  they  were 
polfefled  with  a  good  opinion  of  the  play ;  and  fhe 
would  not  part  with  the  copy,  expecting  it  would  be 
called  for  every  day.  I  muft  once  more  aclcnowledge 
the  very  obliging  manner  in  which  you  favoured  the 
bookfeller,  as  well  as  the  particular  generofity  to  him. 
I  can  add  no  more,  but  an  affurance  of  the  fmcerity 

with  which  I  am, 

Dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 

I  am  haflened  away,  on  hearing  my  mother  is  not 
well :  as  foon  as  I  return,  I  hope  we  may  pafs  more 
time  together. 


VOL.  VIII. 
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LETTER     XIV. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  Twickenham,  Dec.  22,  1751. 

1  THANK  you  for  your  tragedy,  which  I  have  now 
read  over  a  fixth  time,  and  of  which  I  not  only 
preferve,  but  increafe,  my  efleem.  You  have  been 
kind  to  this  age,  in  not  telling  the  next,  in  your  pre- 
face, the  ill  tafte  of  the  town,  of  which  the  reception 
you  defcribe  it  to  have  given  of  your  play,  (worfe,  in- 
deed, than  I  had  heard,  or  could  have  imagined,)  is  a 
more  flagrant  inftance  than  any  of  thofe  trifles  men- 
tioned in  my  epiflle ;  which  yet,  I  hear,  the  fore  va- 
nity of  our  pretenders  to  tafte  flinches  at  extremely — 
the  title  you  mention  had  been  a  properer  to  that 
epiftle — I  have  heard  no  criticifms  about  it,  nor  do  I 
liften  after  'em.  Nos  hac  novimus  cjfe  nijnl  (I  mean, 
I  think  the  verfes  to  be  fo) :  but  as  you  are  a  man  of 
tender  fentiments  of  honour,  I  know  it  will  grieve  you 
to  hear  another  undefervedly  charged  with  a  crime  his 
heart  is  free  from:  for,  if  there  be  truth  in  the  world, 
I  declare  to  you,  I  never  imagined  the  leaft  application 
of  what  I  faid  of  Timon  could  be  made  to  the  D.  of 

Ch s,  than  whom  there  is  fcarce  a  more  blame- 

lefs,  worthy,  and  generous,  beneficent  character, 
among  all  our  nobility :  and  if  I  have  not  loft  my 
fenfes,  the  town  has  loft  *em,  by  what  I  heard  fo  late, 

as 
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as  but  two  days  ago,  of  the  uproar  on  this  head.  I 
am  certain,  if  you  calmly  read  every  particular  of  that 
defcription,  you'll  find  almoft:  all  of  *em  point  blank 
the  reverfe  of  that  perfon's  villa.  It*s  an  auk  ward 
thing  for  a  man  to  print,  in  defence  of  his  own  work, 
againft  a  chimsera :  you  know  not  who,  or  what,  you 
fight  againft  :  the  objedlions  ftart  up  in  a  new  fhape, 
like  the  armies  and  phantoms  of  magicians,  and  no 
weapon  can  cut  a  mift  or  a  Ihadow.  Yet  it  would 
have  been  a  pleafure  to  me,  to  have  found  forne  friend 
faying  a  word  in  my  juftification,  againft  a  moft  mali- 
cious falfehood.  I  fpeak  of  fuch,  as  have  known  by 
their  own  experience,  thefe  twenty  years,  that  I  al- 
ways took  up  their  defence,  when  any  ftream  of  ca- 
lumny ran  upon  'em.  If  it  gives  the  Duke  one  mo- 
ment's uneafinefs,  I  fhould  think  myfelf  ill  paid,  if 
the  whole  earth  admired  the  poetry  j  and  believe  me, 
would  rather  never  have  written  a  verfe  in  my  life, 
than  that  any  one  of  'em  fhould  trouble  a  truly  good 
man.  It  was  once  my  cafe  before,  but  happily  recon- 
ciled ;  and  among  generous  minds  nothing  fo  endears 
friends,  as  the  having  offended  one  another. 

I  lament  the  malice  of  the  age,  that  ftudies  to  fee 
its  own  likenefs  in  every  thing ;  I  lament  the  dulnefs  of 
it,  that  cannot  fee  an  excellence  :  the  firft  is  my  un- 
happinefs,  the  fecond  yours.  I  look  upon  the  fate  of 
your  piece,  like  that  of  a  great  treafure,  which  is  bu- 
ried as  foon  as  brought  to  light  j  but  it  is  fure  to  be 
dug  up  the  next  age,  and  enrich  pofterity. 

z  2  I  have 
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I  have  been  very  fenfible,  on  thefe  two  occafions,  to 
feel  them,  (as  I  have  done)  at  a  time,  when  I  daily 
feared  the  lofa  of  (what  is,  and  ought  to  be  dearer  to 
me  tlian  any  reputarion,  but  that  of  a  friend^  or  than 
any  thing  of  my  own,  except  my  morals)  the  lofs  of  a 
moft  tender  parent — She  is  ahve,  and  that  is  all !  I 
have  perceived  my  heart  in  this,  and  you  may  believe 
me  fincerely,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XV. 

TO   THE   SAME. 
Dear  Sir,  Twickenham,  Nov.  13,  1732.. 

T  WRIT  to  you  a  very  hafty  letter,  being  warmed  in 
the  caufc  of  an  old  acquaintance,  in  w  hich  I  was 
fure  you  would  concur,  I  mean  John  Dennis,  whofe 
circumftances  were  defcribed  to  ine  in  the  moft  moving 
manner.  I  went  next  day  with  the  Lord  to  whom 
you  directed  your  letter  and  play,  which,  at  my  re- 
turn home,  I  received  but  yeflerday.  I  thank  you 
for  your  agreeable  prefent  to  my  grotto,  for  your  more 
agreeable  letter,  and  your  moft  excellent  tranflation 
of  Voltaire,  to  whom  you  have  preferved  all  the 
beauty  he  had,  and  added  the  nerves  he  wanted. 
This  (hort  acknowledgment  is  all  I  can  make  juft 
now  :  I  am  jult  takcA  up  by  Mr.  Thomfon,  in  the 
perufal  of  a  new  poem  he  has  brought  me  :  I  wifh 

you 
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you  were  with  us.  The  firft  day  I  fee  London,  1  will 
wait  on  you,  on  many  accounts,  but  on  none  more 
than  my  being  afFedionately,  and  with  true  efteem, 
dear  Sir, 

Your5. 

I  defire  Mifs  Urania  will  know  me  for  her  fervant. 


LETTER     XVL 

TO   THE   SAME. 

SIR,  Twickenham,  May  22,  1733. 

-crouR  very  kind  letter  came  hither  in  my  abfence, 
which  occafioned  my  delay  till  now  in  acknow- 
ledging it.  Your  partiality  to  me,  both  as  a  poet, 
and  as  a  man,  is  great ;  the  former  I  deferve  not,  but 
the  latter  I  will  never  forfeit.  It  would  be  wronging 
your  modefty  to  fay  much  of  ^he  verfes  you  inclofc, 
but  it  would  be  wronging  fenfe  and  poetry,  not  to 
fay  they  are  fine  ones,  and  fuch  as  I  could  not  for- 
get, having  once  feen  them. 

I  have  almoft;  forgot  what  I  told  you  of  the  patent  j 
but  at  the  time  I  told  it,  I  could  not  well  be  millaken, 
having  jufl:  then  had  the  account  from  Mr.  Davenant 
the  envoy :  indeed  I  fancy  it  was  only  of  his  an- 
ceftor's  patent  that  he  fpoke  (unlefs  Sir  William  Da- 
venant bought  up  Killigrew's)  ;  I  know  no  way  of 
coming  to  the  knowledge  of  this  affair,  Mr.  Davenant 

z  3  being 
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being  now  abroad,  and  I  know  not  where.  But  if 
you  would  have  me  write  about  it,  I  will  learn  his 
dirc6lion. 

I  am  at  all  times  glad  to  hear  of  you,  on  any  occa- 
fion.  I  would  willingly  wait  on  you  in  the  Park,  if 
I  knew  your  times :  I  have  called  twice  or  thrice 
there  in  vain,  without  being  heard.  I  gueffed  you 
were  in  the  country.  My  fmcere  good  wifhes  atten4 
you  ;  and  your  agreeable  family,  as  far  as  I  have  feen 
of  it,  I  cannot  but  wifh  well  to.     I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XVIL 
TO  THE  SAME. 
SIR,  June  2,  1738. 

T  SENT  you  as  honefl  an  anfwer  as  I  could,  to  the 
letter  you  favoured  me  with ;  and  am  forry  you 
imagine  any  civil  reproach,  or  latent  meaning,  where 
I  meant  to  exprefs  myfelf  with  the  utmofl  opennefs. 
I  would  afiure  you,  if  you  pleafe,  by  my  oath,  as  well 
as  my  word,  that  I  am  in  no  degree  difpleafed  at  any 
freedom  you  can  take  with  me  in  a  private  letter,  or 
with  my  writings  in  public.  I  again  infill,  that  you 
alter  or  foften  no  one  criticifm  of  yours  in  my  favour  ; 
nor  deprive  yourfelf  of  the  liberty,  nor  the  world  of 
the  profit,  of  your  freefl  remarks  on  my  errors. 
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In  what  I  faid,  I  gave  you  a  true  pi(^ure  of  my  own 
heart,  as  far  as  I  know  it  myfelf.  It  is  true,  I  have 
fhewn  difcorn  of  fome  writers  ;  but  it  proceeded  from 
an  experience  that  they  were  bad  men,  or  bad  friends, 
or  vile  hirelings ;  in  which  cafe,  their  being  authors 
did  not  make  them,  to  me,  either  more  refpeclable,  or 
more  formidable.  As  for  any  other  pique,  my  mind 
is  not  fo  fufceptible  of  it  as  you  have  feemed,  on  each 
ocjg.^iion,  too  much  inclined  (I  think)  to  believe. 
What  may  have  fometimes  feemed  a  negled  of  others, 
was  rather  a  lazinefs  to  cultivate  or  contract  new 
friends,  when  I  was  fatisfied  with  thofe  I  had ;  or 
when  I  apprehended  their  demands  were  too  high  for 
me  to  anfwer. 

I  thank  you  for  the  confidence  you  fhew  you  have 
in  me,  in  telling  me  what  you  judge  amifs  in  my  na- 
ture. If  it  be  (as  you  too  partially  fay)  my  only  fault, 
I  might  foon  be  a  perfed:  charafter :  for  I  would  en- 
deavour to  correft  this  fault  in  myfelf,  and  intreat 
you  to  corred  all  thofe  in  my  writings ;  I  fee,  by  the 
fpecimen  you  generoufly  gave  me  in  your  late  letter, 
you  are  able  to  do  it ;  and  I  would  rather  owe  (and 
own  I  owe)  that  correction  to  your  friendfhip,  than  to 
my  own  induflry. 

For  the  laft  paragraph  of  yours,  I  fhall  be  ex- 
tremely ready  to  convey  what  you  promife  to  fend 
me,  to  my  Lord  B.  I  am  in  hopes  very  fpeedily  to 
fee  him  myfelf,  and  will,  in  that  cafe,  be  the  bearer ; 

Z4  if 
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if  not,  I  fhall  fend  It,  by  the  firft  fafe  hand,  to  him. 

I  am  truly  glad  of  any  occafion  of  proving  myfelf, 

with  all  the  refped  that  is  confiflent  with  fmcerity, 

Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVIIL 

TO  THE    SAME. 

SIR,  June  9,  1738. 

rr^HE  favour  of  yours  of  May  the  i  ith,  had  not  been 
unacknowledged  fo  long,  but  it  reached  me  not 
till  my  return  from  a  journey,  which  had  carried  me 
from  fcene  to  fcene,  where  Gods  might  wander  with 
delight.  I  am  forry  yours  was  attended  with  any 
thoughts  lefs  pleafmg,  either  from  the  condu6l  to- 
wards you  of  the  world  in  general,  or  of  any  one  elfe 
in  particular.  As  to  the  fubjeft  matter  of  the  letter, 
I  found  what  I  have  often  done  in  receiving  letters 
from  thofe  I  mod  efteemed,  and  moft  wifhed  to  be 
eflieemed  by ;  a  great  pleafure  in  reading  it,  and  a 
great  inability  to  anfwer  it.  I  can  only  fay,  you 
oblige  me,  in  feeming  fo  well  to  know  me  again ;  as 
one  extremely  willing  that  the  free  exerclfe  of  criti- 
cifm  fhould  extend  over  my  own  writings,  as  well  as 
thofe  of  others,  whenever  the  public  may  receive  the 
lead  benefit  from  it ;  as  I  queflion  not  they  will  a 

great 
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great  deal,  when  exerted  by  you.  I  am  fenfible  of 
the  honour  you  do  me,  in  propofing  to  fend  me  your 
work  before  it  appears :  if  you  do,  I  mufl  infift,  that 
no  ufe  in  my  favour  be  made  of  that  diflindion,  by 
the  alteration  or  foftening  of  any  cenfure  of  yours  on 
any  line  of  mine. 

What  you  have  obferved  in  your  letter  \  think 
juft ;  only  I  would  acquit  myfelf  in  one  point :  I 
could  not  have  the  lead  pique  to  Mr.  Th.  in  what 
is  cited  in  the  treatife  of  the  Bathos  from  the  play 
which  I  never  fuppofed  to  be  his ;  he  gave  it  as 
Shakefpear's,  and  I  take  it  to  be  of  that  age :  and  in- 
deed the  colleclion  of  thofe,  and  many  more  of  the 
thoughts  cenfured  there,  was  not  made  by  me,  but  Dr. 
Arbuthnot.  I  have  had  two  or  three  occafions  to  la- 
ment, that  you  feem  to  know  me  much  better  as  a 
poet^  than  as  a  man.  You  can  hardly  conceive  how 
little  either  pique  or  contempt  I  bear  to  any  creature, 
unlefs  for  immoral  or  dirty  a6lions :  any  mortal  is  at 
full  Hberty,  unanfwered,  to  write  and  print  of  me  as  a 
poet,  to  praife  me  one  year,  and  blame  me  another  ; 
only  I  defire  him  to  fpare  my  charadler  as  an  honed 
man,  over  which  he  can  have  no  private,  much  lefs 
any  public,  right,  without  fome  perfonal  knowledge 
of  my  heart,  or  the  motives  of  my  condud; :  nor  is  it 
a  fufficient  excufe,  to  alledge  he  W2ls/o  ox  fo  informed^ 
which  was  the  cafe  with  thofe  men. 

I  am  fincere  in  all  I  fay  to  you,  and  have  no  vanity 
in  faying  it.     You  really  over-value  me  greatly  in  my 

poetical 
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poetical  capacity ;  and  I  am  fure  your  work  would 
do  me  infinitely  too  much  honour,  even  if  it  blamed 
me  oftener  than  it  commended  :  for  the  firft:  you  will 
do  with  lenity,  the  lad  with  excefs.  But  I  could  be 
glad  to  part  with  fome  fhare  of  any  good  man's  ad- 
miration, for  fome  of  his  affedion,  and  his  belief  that 
I  am  not  wholly  undeferving  to  be  thought,  what  I 
am  to  you.  Sir, 

Your,  etc, 


LETTER     XIX. 
TO   THE   SAME. 

SIR,  July  21,  1738. 

▼  NEED  not  afllire  you  in  many  words,  that  I  join  my 
fuffrage  entirely  with  Lord  B.'s  in  general,  after  a 
fourth  reading  your  tragedy  of  Csefar .  I  think  no 
characters  were  ever  more  nobly  fuflained  than  thofe 
of  Cc^far  and  Brutus  in  particular :  you  excel 
throughout  in  the  greatnefs  of  fentiment  ;  and  I  add, 
that  I  never  met  with  more  flriking  fentences,  or 
lively  fhort  reprizes.  There  is  ahnofl  every-where 
fuch  a  dignity  in  the  fcenes,  that  inflead  of  pointing 
out  any  one  fcenc,  I  can  fcarce  point  out  any  that 
wants  it,  in  any  degree  (except  you  would  a  little 
raife  that  of  the  plebeians  in  the  lafl  adlj.  That  dignity 
is  admirably  reconciled  with  foftnefs,  in  the  fcenes  be- 
tween 


FROM   AARON   HILL,   ESq^       347 

tween  Csefar  and  Calpurnia:  and  all  thofe  between 
Csefar  and  Brutus  are  a  noble  flrife  between  greatnefs 
and  humanity.  The  management  of  the  whole  is  as 
artful  as  it  is  noble.  Whatever  particular  remarks 
we  have  made  further,  will  be  rather  the  fubjed  of 
converfation  than  a  letter,  of  which  we  Ihall  both  be 
glad  of  an  opportunity,  either  here  at  Twickenham, 
or  in  town,  as  Ihall  beft  fuit  your  conveniency.  Pray, 
Sir,  let  this  confirm  you  in  the  opinion  you  kindly, 
and  indeed  juflly,  entertain  of  the  wifh  I  feel  (and 
ever  felt,  notwithftanding  miftakes)  to  bCj,  and  to  be 
thought. 

Sincerely  your,  etc. 


LETTER     XX. 
TO   THE  SAME. 

SIR,  September  12,  1738. 

y   HAVE  now  little  to  fay   of  your  tragedy,  which 

I  return  with  my  thanks  for  your  indulgence  to 
my  opinion,  which  I  fee  fo  abfolutely  deferred  to,  that 
I  wifti  I  had  crolTed  lefs  frequently.  I  cannot  find 
another  thing  I  think  a  fault  in  you. 

But  my  Lord  thinks  three  things  may  yet  be  re- 
confidered.  Brutus,  on  fight  of  the  warrant  figned 
for  his  death,  takes  at  once  the  refolution  of  murder- 
ing Casfar,  as  none  of  his  father.     C^ere,  Whether 

in 
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in  the  fcene  that  follows  between  him  and  Cacfar,  all 
tenderncfs  on  the  fide  of  Brutus,  and  all  beyond  the 
point  of  honour  that  friendfhip  exadled,  fhould  not 
rather  be  avoided  than  heightened  ? 

Another  quere  is,  Whether  it  would  not  beget  more 
indignation  in  the  audience  againft  CaiTius,  and  more 
companion  for  Csefar,  to  Ihew  that  Caflius  fufpeded 
Brutus  to  be  Ccefar's  fon,  and  therefore  exacted  from 
Brutus  the  oath  of  fparing  neither  father^  relation, 
etc. 

The  third  thing  is,  Whether  the  efforts  made  by 
Caefar  to  prevent  the  civil  war,  not  only  by  the  equal 
offer  he  made,  while  the  matter  was  under  debate  in 
the  fenate,  (and  which  the  confuls  Lentulus  and  Mar- 
cellus  refufed  to  report  to  the  fenate,)  but  by  the 
meffage  he  fent  to  Pompey,  when  he  was  at  Brundu- 
fmm,  to  defire  a  meeting,  to  fettle  the  matter,  and 
avoid  the  civil  war.— F/Vf.  C(Bf,  Com.  de  Bell.  Civi/i, 
lib.  I.  The  mention  of  thefe  fomewhere  in  the  play 
might  help  to  remove  the  prepcffcffion  againft  Cccfar. 

After  our  little  cavils  (for  fo  we  will  rather  call  mi- 
nute and  verbal  points  of  criticifmj  we  owe  you  the 
juftice  to  extol  highly,  what  we  highly  approve,  and 
you  need  not  defire  us  to  fpeak  as  we  think :  'tis 
what  we  have  (in  different  ways)  done  all  our  lives, 
where  it  was  to  our  prejudice,  and  cannot  but  do 
here,  where  it  is  to  our  honour.  I  only  wifh  you  a 
llage,  adors,  and  an  audience  worthy  of  you,  and  it. 
1  have  often  wifticd  to  live  to  fee  the  day  when  pro- 
3  logues 
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logues  and  epilogues  fhould  be  no  more.  I  wifh  a 
great  genius  would  break  through  the  filly,  ufelefs 
formality.  But  at  leaft  I  would  have  one  try,  to 
leave  the  audience  full  of  the  effeds  of  a  good  tra- 
gedy, without  an  epilogue.  Let  me  add  another  hint, 
concerning  the  apparatus  and  circumflantials  of  your 
play,  (fmce  I  have  nothing  left  more  to  wifh  in  the 
play  itfelf,)  that  you  would  intitle  it  barely.  The  Trd" 
gedy  of  Cizfar^  and  give  no  intimation  of  his  being  a 
patriot ;  for  I  fear,  inftead  of  preparing  the  audience, 
it  might  revolt  them,  and  put  all  the  little  critics  upon 
carping  previoufly  at  the  very  defign  and  charader ; 
which  would  appear  by  degrees,  and  with  the  proper 
preparations,  in  the  piece  on  the  flage.  Another  thing 
was  a  thought  of  my  Lord's,  that  it  Ihould  be  printed 
before  adling,  a  day  or  two ;  for  the  fentiments  are  fo 
thick-fown,  and  the  fenfe  fo  deep  fometimes,  that  they 
require  more  attention  and  thought  than  the  hearer 
may  be  apt  to  give  on  the  firit  reprefentation.  I  am 
not  pofitive,  either  as  to  his,  or  my  thought,  but  fub- 
mit  them  to  your  confideration. 

I  have  nothing  to  add,  but  to  lament  our  unhappi- 
nefs,  that  we  cannot  fee  you  perfonally  to  confirm 
what  thefe  letters  tell  you,  of  our  real  opinion  of  your 
work,  efleem  of  its  author,  and  wilhes  for  your  fuc- 
cefs,  in  this,  and  every  thing.     1  am.  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


3SO  LETTERS   TO   AND  ; 

LETTER    XXL 
TO    THE    SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  Nov.  5,  1738. 

rpHis  is  quite  a  letter  of  bufinefs,  and  therefore  ex- 
cufe  it ;  I  will  not  mix  in  it  a  word  of  affection, 
which  I  have  not  a  moment's  time  to  exprefs,  and  will 
not  prejudice  the  facred  idea  of  fViendiliip. 

It  is  near  a  month  ago  that  I  tried  to  fee  Mr.  Thom- 
fon,  to  know  the  time  of  his  tragedy  :  he  was  not 
within  my  reach;  and  therefore  at  lafl  I  wrote  to  him, 

and  alfo  to  Mr.  M ,  to  let  them  both  know  the 

deference  you  paid  them,  and  the  heroic  (I  will  not 
call  it  lefs)  difmtereftednefs  you  expreffed  in  regard 
to  them.  I  have  not  yet  been  able  to  hear  where  they 
are,  or  any  way  to  have  an  anfwer,  further  than 
I  have  learned  it  will  be  impolTible  for  either  of  them 
to  bring  on  their  plays  early  (a  friend  of  theirs  telling 
me  they  are  in  no  forwardnefs)  till  the  middle  or  end 
of  the  winter  ;  therefore  you  may  have  room.  I  wifli 
from  my  foul  you  may  get  yours  firll,  as  well  aded 
as  it  deferves.  A  better,  that  may  eclipfe  it,  or  even 
worthily  follow  it,  I  hardly  expedl  to  fee. — But,  upon 
this  notice,  I  believe  you  may  fafely  advance  it,  the 
fooncr  the  better. 

My  Lord  B.  is  yet  with  me,  more  properly  I  yet 
belong  to  him,  body  as  well  as  mind  (for  my  mind  is 
cvery-where   his).     I  would   to    God    you  had  any 

oppor- 
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opportunity  of  feeing  us  before  we  part ;  my  houfe 
Ihould  be  yours,  as  much  of  it  as  is  not  his.  I  be- 
lieve I  {hall  foon  go  with  him  on  a  little  journey  be- 
fore he  quits  England.  You'll  forgive  the  abrupt 
conclufion  of  this ;  yet  it  may  tell  you  all  the  longefl 
and  beft  written  letter  could  tell  you,  that  I  am  very 
fmcerely,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXn. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Dear  Sir,  December  8,  1738. 

J  HAVE  been  confirmed  by  Mr.  Thomfon  as  to  the 

retardment  of  his  play,  of  which  he  has  written 

but  two  ads.     I  have  fmce  feen  Mr.  M ,  who  has 

finiihed  his,  but  is  very  willing  yours  fhould  be  firfl 
brought  on,  in  January  as  you  propofe,  or  after  his  in 
February,  whichfoever  may  be  mofl  agreeable  to 
you.  He  farther  offers  any  afTiflance  he  can  give  you, 
in  cafe  of  your  own  abfence,  as  to  treating  with  Mr. 
F (with  whom  he  thinks  you  cannot  be  too  care- 
ful or  explicit),  or  attending  the  rehearfals  for  you, 
which  he  promifes  to  undertake  with  all  diligence,  if 
you  arc  not  provided  with  another  friend  in  that  cafe. 
He  has  heard  of  fome  impertinence  which  may  be 
apprehended  from  one  perfon's  refufal  or  unwillingnefs 

to 
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to  aft,  and  believes  he  can  employ  fome  proper  influ- 
ence to  bring  him  to  a  right  behaviour.  Thefe,  vnth 
any  other  fervices  in  which  you  may  pleafe  to  employ 
him,  he  bids  me  aflure  you,  it  will  be  a  high  fatisfac- 
tion  to  him  to  engage  in. 

I  mud  exprefs,  on  my  own  part,  a  real  regret  to 
be  fo  little  ufeful  to  you.  I  can  do  no  more  than 
join  with  Lord  B.  in  paying  due  praifes  to  fo  merito- 
rious a  work ;  our  fuffrage  is  an  airy  tribute,  from 
whence  no  folid  good  redounds  to  you  ;  and  I  find 
myfelf  flill  more  inclined  to  the  mafi,  than  the  author, 
if  I  could  be  any  way  inftruraental  to  the  happinefs 
or  eafe  of  fo  generous  an  one.  I  could  almofl:  wifh 
myfelf  a  minifter  to  patronize  fuch  a  genius,  and  I 
could  almofl  wifh  my  Lord  one  again,  for  no  other 
reafon  ;  even  though  his  country  wants  fuch  an  one, 
as  well  as  his  friends. 

I  have  never  once  been  able  to  fee  Mr.  Thomfoii 
in  perfon ;  when  I  do  (and  ii  fliall  be  foon)  he  fhall 
know  how  much  he  is  obliged  to  you  for  that  plan  of 
an  alteration  of  his  tragedy,  which  is  too  good  for 
me,  with  any  honefly,  to  put  upon  him  as  my  own. 
Believe  me,  Sir,  with  great  truth,  and  the  warmell 
difpofition  to  do  you  juflice  (before  men  and  angels), 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     XXIIL 
TO  THE   SAME. 
Dear  Sir,  London,  February  12,  1738-9. 

y  HAVE  felt  an  uneafinefs  of  mind  (occafioned  by  a 
confcious  fenfe,  how  unequally  I  have  expreffed 
my  anger  and  contempt,  at  the  treatment  of  your 
Csefar  by  the  man  of  the  ftage)  ever  fmce  I  lafl  wrote 
to  you ;  and  an  hundred  interruptions  from  day  to 
day  (for  I  have  lived  in  the  world,  and  a  bufy  and 
idle  world  both,  it  is)  have  ever  fmce  hindered  me 
from  enjoying  one  hour  of  collected  thought.  Yet  I 
am  the  lefs  concerned,  fince,  by  my  delay,  I  can  now 
tell  you  I  have  laft  night  feen  Mr.  Mallet's  play,  the 
fifth  aft  of  which  I  had  not  before  read,  through 
thofe  interruptions  I  have  mentioned.  It  fucceeded 
(hitherto  at  lead  ;  for  yeflerday  was  the  firft  day)  as 
well  as  I  could  expeft :  but  fo  vilely  a£led  in  the 
womens  parts  and  the  mens  (except  two)  that  I  won- 
der it  could  fucceed.  Mr.  Thomfon,  after  many 
fhameful  tricks  from  the  manager,  is  determined  to 
ad  his  play  at  the  other  theatre,  where  the  advantage 
lies  as  to  the  women,  and  the  fuccefs  of  his  will  de- 
pend upon  them  (I  heartily  wifli  you  would  follow  his 
example,  that  we  might  not  be  deprived  of  Casfar). 
I  have  yet  feen  but  three  a6ls  of  Mr.  Thomfon's,  but 
I  am  told,  and  believe  by  what  I  have  feen,  that  it  ex- 
cels in  the  pathetic.  The  dignity  of  fentiment,  and 
VOL.  VIII.  A  A  grandeur 
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grandeur  of  charafter,  will  Hill  be  Csefar's,  as  In  his 
hiftory,  fo  in  your  poetry,  fuperior  to  any. 

The  perfon  to  whom  you  intended  fo  great  a  com- 
pliment as  to  addrefs  that  piece  to  his  name,  is  very 
fenfible  of  your  delicate  manner  of  thinking  :  he  bids 
me  afiure  you,  his  own  knowledge  of  your  intention 
is  fufficient  pleafure  to  him,  and  defires  you  would 
not  think  of  doing  him  either  favour  or  juftice,  till  the 
world  knows  better  how  to  do  itfelf  the  former,  in 
doing  you  the  latter.  He  is  ilill  detained  here  by  the 
perverfenefs  of  his  affairs;  and  wiflies,  as  I  moll 
heartily  do  alfo,  that  fortune  did  not  treat  you  fo 
much  alike.  The  ftage  is  as  ungrateful  to  you,  as 
his  country  to  him :  you  are  both  fure  of  poflerity, 
and  may  fay  in  the  mean  time  with  Scipio,  Ingrata 
patria,  ne  cffa  quidem  habeas  !  Believe  me  mod  truly, 

Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XXIV. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

SIR,  January,  2<^),  17 30-1. 

T  AM  obliged  to  you  for  your  compliment,  and  can 
truly  far,  I  never  gave  you  juft  caufe  oi  com- 
plaint. You  once  miftook  on  a  bookfeller's  idle  re- 
port, and  publicly  exprelTed  your  miflake;  yet  you 
miflook  a  fccond  time,  that  two  initial  letters,  only, 

were 
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were  meant  of  you,  though  every  letter  in  the  alpha- 
bet was  put  in  the  fame  manner :  and,  in  truth,  (ex- 
cept fome  few,)  thofe  letters  were  fet  at  random  to 
occafion  what  they  did  occafion,  the  fufpicion  of  bad 
and  jealous  writers,  of  which  number  I  could  never 
reckon  Mr.  Hill,  and  mofl  of  whofe  names  I  did  not 
know. 

Upon  this  miftake  you  were  too  ready  to  attack 
me,  in  a  paper  of  very  pretty  verfes,  in  fome  public 
journal. — I  fhould  imagine  the  Dunciad  meant  you  a 
real  compliment,  and  fo  it  has  been  thought  by 
many,  who  have  afked,  to  whom  that  paflage  made 
that  oblique  panegyric  ?  As  to  the  notes,  I  am  weary 
of  telling  a  great  truth,  which  is,  that  I  am  not 
author  of  'em  ;  though  I  love  truth  fo  well,  as  fairly 
to  tell  you,  Sir,  I  think  even  that  note  a  commend- 
ation, and  fhould  think  myfelf  not  ill  ufed  to  have 
the  fame  words  /aid  of  me :  therefore,  believe  me,  I 
never  was  other  than  friendly  to  you,  in  my  own 
mind. 

Have  I  not  much  more  reafon  to  complain  of  The 
Caveat  ?  Where  give  me  leave.  Sir,  to  tell  you,  with 
the  fame  love  of  truth,  and  with  the  franknefs  it  in- 
fpired,  (which,  I  hope,  you  will  fee,  through  this 
whole  letter,)  I  am  falfely  abufed,  in  being  reprefented 
*'  fneakingly  to  approve,  and  want  the  worth  to  cherijh, 
"  or  befriend  men  of  merit. ^^  It  is  indeed.  Sir,  a  very 
great  error  :  I  am  forry  the  author  of  that  reflection 
knew  me  no  better,  and  happened  to  be  unknown  to 

A  A  2  thofe 
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thofe  who  could  have  better  informed  him  :  for  I 
have  the  charity  to  think,  he  was  mifled  only  by  his 
ignorance  of  me,  and  the  benevolence  to  forgive  the 
worll:  thing  that  ever  (in  my  opinion)  was  faid  of  me, 
on  that  fuppofition. 

I  do  faithfully  aflure  you,  I  never  was  angry  at  any 
criticifm,  made  on  my  poetry,  by  whomfoever  :  if  I 
could  do  Mr.  Dennis  any  humane  office,  I  would, 
though  I  were  fure  he  would  abufe  me  perfonally  to- 
morrow ;  therefore  it  is  no  great  merit  in  me,  to  find, 
at  my  heart,  I  am  your  fervant.  I  am  very  forry 
you  ever  was  of  another  opinion. — I  fee,  by  many 
marks,  you  diftinguilhed  me  from  my  cotemporary 
writers :  had  we  known  one  another,  you  had  diftin- 
guifhed  me  from  others,  as  a  man,  and  no  ill,  or  ill- 
natured  one.  I  only  wiih  you  knew,  as  well  as  I 
do,  how  much  I  prefer  qualities  of  the  heart  to  thofe 
of  the  head :  I  vow  to  God,  I  never  thought  any 
great  matters  of  my  poetical  capacity  ;  I  only  thought 
it  a  little  better,  comparatively,  than  that  of  fome 
very  mean  writers,  who  are  too  proud.  But,  I  do 
know  certainly,  my  moral  life  is  fupcrior  to  that  of 
mod:  of  the  'wits  of  thefe  days.  This  is  a  filly  letter, 
but  it  will  fliew  you  my  mind  honeftly,  and,  I  hope, 
convince  you,  I  can  be,  and  am,  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER     XXV. 
FROM   MR.   HILL  TO   MR.   POPE. 

SIR,  January  28,  1730-I. 

'\7'ouR  anfwer,  regarding  no  part  of  mine  but  the 
conclullon,  you  muft  pardon  my  complime-nt  to 
the  clofe  of  yours,  in  return ;  if  I  agree  with  you, 
that  your  letter  is  weaker,  than  one  would  have  ex- 
pelled. 

You  aflure  me,  that  I  did  not  know  you  fo  well, 
as  I  might,  had  I  happened  to  be  known  to  others, 
who  could  have  inflruded  my  ignorance ;  and  I  be- 
gin to  find,  indeed,  that  I  was  lefs  acquainted  with 
you,  than  I  imagined :  but  your  laft  letter  has  en- 
lightened me,  and  I  can  never  be  in  danger  of  mif- 
taking  you,  for  the  future. 

Your  enemies  have  often  told  me,  that  your  fpleen 
was,  at  leaft,  as  diflinguifhable,  as  your  genius :  and  it 
will  be  kinder,  I  think,  to  believe  them,  than  impute 
to  rudenefs,  or  ill  manners,  the  return  you  were 
pleafed  to  make,  for  the  civility,  with  which  I  ad- 
dreffed  you. 

I  will,  therefore,  fuppofe  you  to  have  been  peevijh, 
or  in  pain,  while  you  were  writing  me  this  letter: 
and,  upon  that  fuppofition,  fhall  endeavour  to  unde- 
ceive you.  If  I  did  not  love  you,  as  a  good  ?nani 
while  I  efteem  you,  as  a  good  writer,  I  lliould  read 
A  A  3  you 
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you  without  reflection :  and  it  were  doing  too  much 
honour  to  your  friends,  and  too  little  to  my  own  dif- 
ccrnment,  to  go  to  them  for  a  character  of  your  mind, 
which  I  was  able  enough  to  extract  from  your  writ- 
ings. 

But,  to  imitate  your  love  of  truth,  with  the  frank- 
nefs  you  have  taught  me,  I  v  ifli  the  great  qualities  of 
your  heart  were  as  flrong  in  you  as  the  good  ones : 
you  would  then  have  been  above  that  emotion  and 
bitternefs,  wherewith  you  remember  things  which 
want  weight  to  deferve  your  anguiih. 

Since  vou  were  not  the  writer  of  the  notes  to  the 
Dunciad,  it  would  be  impertinent  to  trouble  you  with 
the  complaint  I  intended :  I  will  only  obferve,  that 
the  author  was  in  the  rigbt^  to  believe  me  capable  of 
a  fecond  repentayuc ;  but,  I  hope,  I  was  incapable  of 
that  fecond  //;/,  which  fliould  have  been  previous  to 
his  fuppofiiion.  If  the  initial  letters  A.  H.  were  not 
meant  to  ftand  for  my  name,  yet,  they  were,  every- 
where, read  fo,  as  you  might  have  I'cen  in  Mifl's 
fournal,  and  other  public  papers  \  and  I  had  fhewn 
IN'Ir.  Pope  an  example,  how  reafonable  I  thought  it  to 
clear  a  miflake,  publicly,  which  had  been  publicly 
propagated.  One  note,  among  lb  many,  would  have 
done  mc  this  jufliice  :  and  the  generofity  of  fuch  a 
proceeding  could  have  left  no  room,  for  that  often- 
live  fncakingh^  which,  though,  perhaps,  too  harfh  a 
word,  was  the  propereft  a  man  could  chufe,  who  was 
nuirizing  an  approbation,  that  he  had  never  obferved 

warm 
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warm  enough  to  declare  itfelf  to  the  world,  but  in  de- 
fence of  the  great  J  or  the  popular. 

Again,  if  the  author  of  the  notes  knew,  that  A.  H. 
related  not  to  me,  what  reafon  had  he  to  allude  to 
that  character,  as  mine,  by  obferving,  that  I  had  pub- 
liftied  pieces  bordering  upon  bomhaji — a  circumftance 
fo  independent  on  any  other  purpofe  of  the  note,  that 
I  fhould  forget  to  whoin  I  am  writing,  if  I  thought  it 
wanted  explanation. 

As  to  your  oblique  panegyric,  I  am  not  under  fo 
blind  an  attachment  to  the  goddefs  I  was  devoted  to 
in  the  Dunciad,  but  that  I  knew  it  was  a  commend- 
ation ;  though  a  dirtier  one  than  I  wifhed  for ;  who 
am,  neither  fond  of  fome  of  the  company,  in  which 
I  was  lifted — the  noble  reward,  for  which  I  was  to 
become  a  diver  ;  ~  the  allegoric  muddinefs,  in  which 
I  was  to  try  my  Ikill ;  —  nor  the  inftitutor  of  the 
games,  you  were  fo  kind  to  allow  me  a  {hare  in. 

Since,  however,  you  could  fee,  fo  clearly,  that  I 
ought  to  be  fatisfied  with  the  praife,  and  forgive  the 
dirt  it  was  mixed  with,  1  am  forry,  it  feemed  not  as 
reafonable,  that  you  Ihould  pardon  me  for  returning 
your  compliment,  with  more,  and  opener,  praife, 
mixed  with  lefs  of  that  dirtinefs,  which  we  have,  both, 
the  good  tafte  to  complain  of. 

The  Caveat,  Sir,  was  mine.  It  would  have  been 
ridiculous  to  fuppofe  you  ignorant  of  it :  I  cannot 
think,  you  need  be  told,  that  it  meant  you  no  harm ; 
— and  it  had  fcorned  to  appear  under  the  borrowed 

A  A  4  name 
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name  it  carries,  but  that  the  whimfical  turn  of  the 
preface,  would  have  made  my  own  a  contradidion. — 
I  promife  you,  however,  that  for  the  future,  I  will 
publilh  nothing,  without  my  name,  that  concerns 
you,  or  your  writings.  I  have  now,  almoft  finlfhed. 
An  EJfay  en  Propriety^  and  Impropriety ^  in  Dcfign^ 
Thought,  and  Exprefflon,  illujlratcd,  by  Examples,  in 
both  Kinds,  from  the  Writings  of  Mr.  Pope ;  and,  to 
convince  you  how  much  more  pleafure  it  gives  me, 
to  diflinguifli  your  lights,  than  your  /hades  ;— and  that 
I  am  as  willing  as  I  ought  to  be,  to  fee,  and  acknow- 
ledge my  faults ;  I  am  ready,  with  all  my  heart,  to 
let  it  run  thus,  if  it  would,  otherwife,  create  the  lead 
pain  in  you  : — An  Effay  on  Propriety,  and  Impropriety, 
etc.  illujlrated  by  Examples,  ofthefirft,  from  the  Writ' 
ings  of  Mr.  Pope,  and  of  the  laft,  from  thofe  of  the 
Author. 

I  am  forry  to  hear  you  fay,  you  never  thought  any 
great  matters  of  your  poetry. — It  is,  in  my  opinion, 
the  charafteriflic  you  are  to  hope  your  dijlin^ion 
from  :  to  be  hohejl  is  the  duty  of  every  plain  man  ! 
Nor,  fince  the  foul  of  poetry  is  fentiment,  can  a  great 
poet  want  morality.  But  your  honejly  you  poffefs  in 
common  with  a  million,  who  will  never  be  remembered; 
whereas  your  poetry  is  a  peculiar,  that  will  make  it 
impolTible,  you  fhould  be  forgotten. 

If  you  had  not  been  in  x.h.tfpleen,  when  you  wrote 
me  this  letter,  I  perfuade  myfelf,  you  would  not,  im- 
mediately after  cenfuring  the  pride  of  writers,  have 

aflertcd, 
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aflerted,  that  you,  certainly,  know  your  moral  life, 
above  that  of  moft  of  the  wits  of  thefe  days :  at  any 
other  time,  you  would  have  remembered,  that  humi- 
lity is  a  moral  virtue.  It  was  a  bold  declaration ;  and 
the  certainty  with  which  you  know  it,  Hands  in  need 
of  a  better  acquaintance  than  you  feem  to  have  had 
with  the  tribe ;  fmce  you  tell  me,  in  the  fame  letter, 
that  many  of  their  names  were  unknown  to  you. 

Neither  would  it  appear,  to  your  own  reafon,  at  a 
cooler  juncture,  over-confillent  with  the  morality  you 
are  fo  fure  of,  to  fcatter  the  letters  of  the  whole  al- 
phabet, annexed,  at  random,  to  charaders  of  a  light 
and  ridiculous  call,  confufedly,  with  intent  to  pro- 
voke jealous  writers  into  refentment,  that  you  might 
take  occafion,  from  that  refentment,  to  expofe  and 
depreciate  their  chara£ters. 

The  fervices  you  tell  me,  you  would  do  Mr.  Den- 
nis, even  though  he  ihould  abufe  you,  in  return,  will,  I 
hope,  give  him  fome  title  to  expeft  an  exertion  of  your 
recommendatory  influence  in  his  behalf:  a  man,  fo 
popular^  as  you,  might  fecure  him  a  great  fubfcription : 
this  would  merit  to  be  called  2.fervice\  and,  the  more 
the  world  Ihould  find  you  abufed  in  the  works  you 
had  recommended,  fo  much  the  more  glorious  proof 
would  they  fee,  that  your  morals  were,  in  truth,  as  fu- 
perior,  as  you  reprefent  them,  to  thofe  of  your  co- 
temporaries.  Though  you  will  pardon  me  the  pride 
of  wondering,  a  little,  how  this  declaration  came  to  be 
made  to  me,  whofe  condition  not  Handing  in  need  of 
3  fuch 
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fuch  fervices,  It  was  not,  I  think,  fo  neceflliry,  you 
fhould  have  taken  the  trouble  to  talk  of  them. 

Upon  the  \vhole.  Sir,  I  find,  I  am  fo  fmcerely  your 
friend^  that  it  is  not  in  vour  own  power,  to  make  me 
your  enemy  :  elfe,  that  unneceflTary  air  of  neglect  and 
fuperiority,  which  Is  fo  remarkable,  in  the  lurn  of 
your  letter,  would  have  nettled  me  to  the  quick  ;  and 
I  mufl  triumph,  in  my  turn,  at  the  flrength  of  my 
own  heart,  who  can,  after  it,  ftill  find,  and  profefs 
myfelf,  mod  aflecllonately  and  fincerely 

Your,  etc. 
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The  following  unpublifhed  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  to  the  Right 
Honourable  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,  are  faithfuUy 
copied  from  the  Originals,  communicated  to  the  Editor  by  the 
favour  of  the  Lord  Bifhop  of  St.  David's. 


L  E  T  T  E  R     L 

MR.  POPE  TO  LADY  M.  W.  MONTAGUE. 

Madam,  September  i. 

J  HAVE  been  (what  I  never  was  till  now)  in  debt  to 
you  for  a  letter  fome  weeks.  I  was  informed  you 
were  at  fea,  and  that  'twas  to  no  purpofe  to  write 
till  fome  news  had  been  heard  of  your  arriving  fome- 
where  or  other.  Befides,  I  have  had  a  fecond  dan- 
gerous illnefs,  from  which  I  was  more  diligent  to  be 
recovered  than  from  the  firft,  having  now  fome  hopes 
of  feeing  you  again.  If  you  make  any  tour  in  Italy, 
I  Ihall  not  eafily  forgive  you  for  not  acquainting  me 
foon  enough  to  have  met  you  there.  I  am  very  cer- 
tain I  can  never  be  polite  unlefs  I  travel  with  you : 

and 
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and  it  is  never  to  be  repaired,  the  lofs  that  Homer  has 
fuftained,  for  want  of  my  tranflating  him  in  Afia. 
You  will  come  hither  full  of  criticifms  againfl  a  man, 
who  wanted  nothing  to  be  in  the  right  but  to  have 
kept  you  company  ;  you  have  no  way  of  making  me 
amends,  but  by  continuing  an  Afiatic  when  you  re- 
turn to  me,  whatever  Englifh  airs  you  may  put  on  to 
other  people. 

I  prodigioufly  long  for  your  Sonnets,  your  Re- 
marks, your  Oriental  Learning  ; — but  1  long  for  no- 
thing fo  much  as  your  Oriental  felf.  You  mufl  of 
neceflity  be  advanced  fo  far  back  into  true  nature  and 
fmiplicity  of  manners,  by  thefe  three  years*  refidence 
in  the  Eaft,  that  I  fhall  look  upon  you  as  fo  many 
years  younger  than  you  was,  fo  much  nearer  inno- 
cence, (that  is,  truth,)  and  infancy  (that  is,  open- 
nefs).  I  expeft  to  fee  your  foul  as  much  thimier 
dreffed  as  your  body  ;  and  that  you  have  left  off,  as 
unwieldy  and  cumberfome,  a  great  many  damned 
European  habits.  Without  offence  to  your  modefty 
be  it  fpoken,  I  have  a  burning  defire  to  fee  your  foul 
ffurk  naked,  for  I  am  confident  'tis  the  prettiefl;  kind 
of  white  foul  in  the  univcrfe. — But  I  forget  whom  I 
am  talking  to  ;  you  may  pollibly  by  this  time  belie\  e, 
according  to  the  Prophet,  that  you  have  none  ;  if  fo, 
Ihew  me  that  which  comes  next  to  a  foul ;  you  may 
eafily  put  it  upon  a  poor  ignorant  Chrillian  for  a  foul, 
and  pleafe  him  as  well  with  it ; — I  mean  your  heart ; 
— Mahomet,  I  think,  allows  you  hearts ;  which  (to- 
gether 
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gether  with  fine  eyes  and  other  agreeable  equivalents) 
are  worth  all  the  fouls  on  this  fide  the  world.  But  if 
I  mufl  be  content  with  feeing  your  body  only,  God 
fend  it  to  come  quickly  :  I  honour  it  more  than  the 
diamond-cafket  that  held  Homer's  Iliads ;  for  in  the 
very  twinkle  of  one  eye  of  it  there  is  more  wit,  and  in 
the  very  dimple  of  one  cheek  of  it  there  is  more 
meaning,  than  all  the  fouls  that  ever  were  cafually  put 
into  women  fmce  men  had  the  making  of  them. 

I  have  a  mind  to  fill  the  reft  of  this  paper  with  an 
accident  that  happened  juft  under  my  eyes,  and  has 
made  a  great  impreffion  upon  me.  I  have  juft  paft 
part  of  this  fummer  at  an  old  romantic  feat  of  my 
Lord  Harcourt's,  which  he  lent  me.  It  overlooks  a 
common-field,  where,  under  the  ftiade  of  a  haycock, 
fat  two  lovers,  as  conftant  as  ever  were  found  in 
Romance,  beneath  a  fpreading  beech.  The  name  of 
the  one  (let  it  found  as  it  will)  was  John  Hewet,  of 
the  other  Sarah  Drew.  John  was  a  well-fet  man 
about  five  and  twenty,  Sarah  a  brown  woman  of  eigh- 
teen. John  had  for  feveral  months  borne  the  labour 
of  the  day  in  the  fame  field  with  Sarah  ;  when  ftie 
milked,  it  was  his  morning  and  evening  charge  to 
bring  the  cows  to  her  pail.  Their  love  was  the  talk, 
but  not  the  fcandal,  of  the  whole  neighbourhood  ;  for 
all  they  aimed  at  was  the  blamelefs  polfeflion  of  each 
other  in  marriage.  It  was  but  this  very  morning  that 
he  had  obtained  her  parents'  confent,  and  it  was  but 
till  the  next  week  that  they  were  to  wait  to  be  happy. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  this  very  day,  in  the  intervals  of  their  work, 
they  were  talking  of  their  wedding  cloaths  ;  and  John 
was  now  matching  feveral  kinds  of  poppies  and  field - 
flowers  to  her  complexion,  to  make  her  a  prcfcnt  of 
knots  for  the  day.  While  they  were  thus  employed, 
(it  was  on  the  lafl  of  July,)  a  terrible  ftorm  of  thun- 
der and  lightning  arofe,  that  drove  the  labourers  to 
what  fhelter  the  trees  or  hedges  alVorded.  Sarah, 
frighted  and  out  of  breath,  funk  on  a  haycock,  and 
John  (who  never  feparated  from  her)  fate  by  her  fide, 
having  raked  two  or  three  heaps  together  to  fecure 
her.  Immediately  there  was  heard  fo  loud  a  crack 
as  if  Heaven  had  burfl  afunder.  The  labourers,  all 
felicitous  for  each  other's  fafety,  called  to  one  an- 
other :  thofe  that  were  nearell  our  lovers,  hearing  no 
anfwer,  ftept  to  the  place  where  they  lay  :  they  firll 
faw  a  little  fmoke,  and  after,  this  faithful  pair;  — 
}ohn,  with  one  arm  about  his  Sarah's  neck,  and  the 
other  held  over  her  face,  as  if  to  fcreen  her  from  the 
lightning.  They  were  flruck  dead,  and  already 
grown  fliff  and  cold  in  this  tender  pofture.  There 
was  no  mark  or  diicolouring  on  their  bodies,  only  that 
Sarah's  eye-brow  was  a  little  finged,  and  a  fmall  fpot 
between  her  breafls.  They  were  buried  the  next  day 
in  one  grave,  in  the  parifh  of  Stanton-Harcourt  in  Ox- 
ford fhire  ;  where  my  Lord  Ilarcourt,  at  my  rcquefl, 
has  ere<fted  a  monument  over  them.  Of  the  follow- 
ing epitaphs  which  I  made,  the  critics  have  chofen 
the  godly  one :  I  like  neither,  but  wifh  you  had  been 

in 
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in  England  to  have  done  this  office  better ;  I  think 
'twas  what  you  could  not  have  refufed  me  on  fo 
moving  an  occafion. 

When  Eaftern  lovers  feed  the  fun'ral  fire. 
On  the  fame  pile  their  faithful  fair  expire ; 
Here  pitying  Heav'n  that  virtue  mutual  found, 
And  blafted  both,  that  it  might  neither  wound. 
Hearts  fo  fincere  th'  Almighty  faw  well  pleas'd. 
Sent  his  own  lightning,  and  the  vi6lims  feiz'dc 

I. 

Think  not,  by  rig'rous  judgment  feiz'd, 

A  pair  fo  faithful  could  expire ; 
Viftims  fo  pure  Heav'n  faw  well  pleas'd> 

And  fnatch'd  them  in  celeftial  fire. 

2. 

Live  well,  and  fear  no  fudden  fate : 
When  God  calls  virtue  to  the  grave, 

Alike  'tis  juftlce,  foon  or  late, 
Mercy  alike  to  kill  or  fave. 

Virtue  unmov'd  can  hear  the  call, 

And  face  the  flalh  that  melts  the  ball. 

Upon  the  whole,  1  can't  think  thefe  people  unhappy. 
The  greatell  happinefs,  next  to  living  as  they  would 
have  done,  was  to  die  as  they  did.  The  greatefl:  ho- 
nour people  of  this  low  degree  could  have  was  to  be 
remembered  on  a  little  monument ;  unlefs  you  will 
give  them  another, — that  of  being  honoured  with  a 
tear  from  the  fined  eyes  in  the  world.  I  know  you 
have  tendernefs  j  you  muft  have  it ;  it  is  the  very 
emanation  of  good  fenfe  and  virtue  ;  the  finefl  minds, 

like  the  fineft  metals,  diffolve  the  eafiefl. 

But 
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But  when  you  are  refleding  upon  objefts  of  pity, 
pray  do  not  forget  one,  who  had  no  fooner  found  out 
an  object  of  the  higheft  efleem,  than  he  was  feparated 
from  it ;  and  who  is  fo  very  unhappy  as  not  to  be 
fufceptible  of  confolation  from  others,  by  being  fo 
miferably  in  the  right  as  to  think  other  women  what 
they  really  are.  Such  an  one  can't  but  be  defperatcly 
fond  of  any  creature  that  is  quite  different  from  thefe. 
If  the  Circaflian  be  utterly  void  of  fuch  honour  as 
thefe  have,  and  fuch  virtue  as  thefe  boaft  of,  I  am 
content.  I  have  detefled  the  found  of  honejl  '■juoman^ 
and  lov'mg  Jpoufe,  ever  fmce  I  heard  the  pretty  name 
of  Odaliche.     Dear  Madam,  I  am  for  ever 

Your,  etc. 

My  mofl  humble  fervices  to  Mr.  Wortley.  Pray 
let  me  hear  from  you  foon,  though  I  fhall  very  foon 
write  again.     I  am  confident  half  our  letters  are  lofl. 


LETTER     II. 

TO   THE   SAME. 

Madam, 
I  COULD  quarrel  with  you  quite  through  this  paper, 
upon  a  period  in  yours,  which  bids  me  remember 
you  if  polfibly  I  can.  You  would  have  fliewn  more 
knowledge  both  of  yourfelf  and  of  me,  had  you  bid 
me  forget  you  if  pollibly  I  could.     When  I  do,  may 

this 
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this  hand  (as  the  Scripture  fays)  forget  its  cunning  ; 
and  this  heart  its — folly,  I  was  going  to  fay, — but  I 
mean,  its  reafon,  and  the  moft  rational  fenfation  it 
.   ever  had, — that  of  your  merit. 

The  poetical  manner  in  which  you  paint  fome  of 
the  fcenes  about  you,  makes  me  defpife  my  native 
country,  and  fets  me  on  fire  to  fall  into  the  dance 
about  your  fountain  in  Belgrade- Village.  I  fancy 
myfelf,  in  my  romantic  thoughts  and  diftant  admir- 
ation of  you,  not  unlike  the  man  in  the  Alchymift, 
that  has  a  paffion  for  the  queen  of  the  fairies  ;  I  lie 
dreaming  of  you  in  moon-fhiny  nights,  exadly  in  the 
pofture  of  Endymion  gaping  for  Cynthia  in  a  pidure ; 
and  with  jufl  fuch  a  furprize  and  rapture  ftiould  I 
awake,  if,  after  your  long  revolutions  were  accom- 
plifhed,  you  fhould  at  laft  come  rolling  back  again, 
fmiling  with  all  that  gentlenefs  and  ferenity  peculiar 
to  the  moon  and  you  ;  and  gilding  the  fame  moun- 
tains from  which  you  firfl  fet  out  on  your  folemn 
melancholy  journey.  I  am  told  that  fortune  (more 
jufl  to  us  than  your  virtue)  will  rellore  the  mod  pre- 
cious thing  it  ever  robbed  us  of.  Some  think  it  will 
be  the  only  equivalent  the  world  affords  for  Pitt's 
diamond,  fo  lately  fent  out  of  our  country  ;  which, 
after  you  was  gone,  was  accounted  the  moft  valuable 
thing  here.  Adieu  to  that  toy  !  let  the  coftly  bauble 
be  hung  about  the  neck  of  the  baby  king  it  belongs 
to,  fo  England  does  but  recover  that  jewel,  which 
was  the  wifh  of  all  her  fenfible  hearts,  and  the  joy 

VOL.  VIII.  B  B  of 
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of  all  her  difccrning  eyes.  I  can  keep  no  meafures 
in  fpeaking  of  this  fubjed.  I  fee  you  already  com- 
ing ;  I  feel  you  as  you  draw  nearer ;  my  heart  leaps 
at  your  arrival.  Let  us  have  you  from  the  Eaft,  and 
the  fun  is  at  her  fervice. 

I  write  as  if  I  were  drunk,  the  plcafure  I  take  in 
thinking  of  your  return  tranfports  me  beyond  the 
bounds  of  common  fenfe  and  decency.  Yet  believe 
me.  Madam,  if  there  be  any  circumftance  of  chagrin 
in  the  occafion  of  that  return,  if  there  be  any  public 
or  private  ill  fortune  that  may  give  you  a  difpleafure, 
I  mud  ftill  be  ready  to  feel  a  part  of  it,  notwithfland- 
ing  the  joy  I  now  exprefs. 

I  have  been  mad  enough  to  make  all  the  inquiry  I 
could  at  what  time  you  fet  out,  and  what  route  you 
were  to  take.  If  Italy  run  yet  in  your  thoughts,  I 
hope  you'll  fee  it  in  vour  return.  If  I  but  knew 
you  intended  it,  I'd  meet  you  there,  and  travel  back 
with  you.  I  would  fain  behold  the  beft  and  brightefl 
thing  I  know,  in  the  fcene  of  ancient  virtue  and 
glory  ;  I  would  fain  fee  how  you  look,  on  the  very 
fpot  where  Curtius  facrificed  himfelf  for  his  country ; 
and  obferve  what  difference  there  would  be  in  your 
eyes,  \Vhen  you  ogled  the  ftatue  of  Julius  C^efar,  and 
a  Marcus  Aurelius.  Allow  me  but  to  fncak  after  you 
in  your  train,  to  fill  my  pockets  with  coins,  or  to  lug 
an  old  buffo  behind  you,  and  I  ffiall  be  proud  beyond 
exprefllon.  Let  people  think,  if  they  will,  that  1  did 
all  this  for  the  pleafurc  of  treading  on  claffic  ground  ; 

I  would 
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I  would  whifper  other  reafons  in  your  ear.  The  joy 
of  following  your  footfteps  would  as  foon  carry  me  to 
Mecca  as  to  Rome ;  and  let  me  tell  you  as  a  friend, 
if  you  are  really  difpofed  to  embrace  the  Mahometan 
religion,  Fll  fly  on  pilgrimage  with  you  thither,  with 
as  good  a  heart,  and  as  found  devotion,  as  ever  JefFery 
Rudel,  the  Proven9al  poet,  went  after  the  fine 
Countefs  of  Tripoly  to  Jerufalem.  If  you  never  heard 
of  this  JefFery,  Til  affure  you  he  deferves  your  ac- 
quaintance. He  lived  in  our  Richard  the  Firft's 
time  ;  put  on  a  pilgrim's  weed,  took  his  voyage,  and 
when  he  got  afhore  was  jufl  upon  the  point  of  expir- 
ing. The  Countefs  of  Tripoly  came  to  the  fhip,  took 
him  by  the  hand :  he  lifted  up  his  eyes,  faid  he 
had  been  bleft  with  a  fight  of  her,  he  was  fatisfied,  and 
fo  departed  this  life.  What  did  the  Countefs  of  Tri- 
poly upon  this  ?  She  made  him  a  fplendid  funeral ; 
built  him  a  tomb  of  porphyry ;  put  his  epitaph  upon 
it  in  Arabic  verfe  ;  had  his  fonnets  curioufly  copied 
out,  and  illumined  with  letters  of  gold  j  was  taken 
with  melancholy,  and  turned  nun.  All  this.  Madam, 
you  may  depend  upon  for  a  truth,  and  I  fend  it  to 
you  in  the  very  words  of  my  author. 

I  don't  expefl  all  this  fhould  be  pun(5tually  copied 
on  either  fide,  but  methinks  fomething  like  it  is  done 
already.  The  letters  of  gold,  and  the  curious  illumin- 
ing of  the  fonnets,  was  not  a  greater  token  of  refpe6l 
than  what  I  have  paid  to  your  eclogues :  they  lie  inclof- 
ed  in  a  monument  of  red  Turkey,  written  in  my  faireft 
B  B  2  hand  ; 
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hand ;  the  gilded  leaves  are  opened  with  no  lefs  vene- 
ration than  the  pages  of  the  fybils ;  hke  them,  locked 
up  and  concealed  from  all  prophane  eyes  j  none  but 
my  own  have  beheld  thefe  facred  remains  or  your- 
fclf,  and  1  Ihould  think  it  as  great  a  wickednefs  to 
divulge  them  as  to  j'cattcr  abroad  the  aOies  of  my 
anccflors.  As  for  the  reft,  if  I  have  not  followed  you 
to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  'tis  not  my  fault ;  if  I  had, 
I  might  poflibly  have  died  as  glorioufly  as  Jeffery  Ru- 
del ;  and  if  I  had  fo  died,  you  might  probably 
have  done  every  thing  for  me  that  the  Countefs  of 
Tripoly  did,  except  turning  nun. 

But  fmce  our  romance  is  like  to  have  a  more  for- 
tunate conclufion,  1  defire  you  to  take  another  courfe 
to  exprefs  your  favour  towards  me  ;  I  mean  by 
bringing  over  the  fair  Circaflian  we  ufed  to  talk  of. 
I  was  ferious  in  that  requeft,  and  will  prove  it  by 
paying  for  her,  if  you  will  lay  out  my  money  fo  well 
for  me.  The  thing  fhall  be  as  fecret  as  you  pleafe, 
and  the  lady  made  another  half  of  me,  that  is,  both 
my  miftrefs  and  my  fervant,  as  I  am  both  my  own 
fervant  and  my  own  mafler.  But  I  beg  you  to  look 
oftener  than  you  ufe  to  do  in  your  glafs,  in  order  to 
chufe  me  one  I  may  like.  If  you  have  any  regard  to 
my  happinefs,  let  there  be  fomething  as  near  as  pof- 
fible  to  that  face  ;  but,  if  you  pleafe,  the  colours  a 
little  lefs  vivid,  the  eyes  a  little  lefs  bright  (fuch  as  re- 
flexion will  fhew  'em) ;  in  fliort,  let  her  be  fuch  an 
one  as  you  feem  in  your  own  eyes,  that  is,  a  good 

deal 
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deal  lefs  amiable  than  you  are.  Take  care  of  this, 
if  you  have  any  regard  to  my  quiet ;  for  otherwife, 
inftead  of  being  her  maP  '^^j  I  muil  be  only  hei  flave. 

I  cannot  end  this  letter  without  afking,  if  you  have 
received  a  box  of  books,  together  with  letters  from 
Mr.  Congreve  and  myfelf  ?  It  was  directed  to  Mr. 
Wortley  at  Conftantinople,  by  a  merchant-fhip  that 
fet  fail  laft  June.  Mr.  Congreve,  in  fits  of  the  gout, 
remembers  you.  Dr.  Garth  makes  epigrams  in  profe 
when  he  fpeaks  of  you.  Sir  Robert  Rich's  lady 
loves  you,  though  Sir  Robert  admires  you.  Mr« 
Craggs  commemorates  you  with  honour,  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham  with  praife,  I  myfelf  with  fomething 
more.  When  people  fpeak  moll  highly  of  you,  I 
think  them  fparing ;  when  I  try  myfelf  to  fpeak  of 
you,  I  think  I  am  cold  and  ftupid.  I  think  my  let- 
ters have  nothing  in  *em,  but  I  am  fure  my  heart  has 
fo  much,  that  I  am  vexed  to  find  no  better  name  for 
your  friend  and  admirer,  than 

Your  friend  and  admirer. 


LETTER    m. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Madam, 
yi  F  T  E  R  having  dreamed  of  you  feveral  nights,  be- 
•^  fides  a  hundred  reveries  by  day,  I  find  it  necef- 
faiy  to  relieve  myfelf  by  writing  j  though  this  is  the 
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fourth  letter  I  have  fent,  two  by  Mr.  Methuen,  and 
one  by  Lord  James  Hay,  who  was  to  be  your  convoy 
from  Leghorn.  In  all  I  can  fay,  I  only  make  you  a 
prcfeut  in  many  words  of  what  can  do  you  no  manner 
of  good,  but  only  raifes  my  own  opinion  of  myfelf, 
— all  the  good  wifhes  and  hearty  difpofitions  I  am 
capable  of  forming  or  feeling  for  a  deferving  objecl ; 
but  mine  are  indeed  fo  warm,  that  I  fear  they  can 
proceed  from  nothing  but  what  I  can*t  very  decently 
own  to  you,  much  lefs  to  any  other ;  yet  what  if  a 
man  has,  he  can't  help  it. 

For  God's  fake,  Madam,  let  not  my  correfpond- 
ence  be  like  a  traffic  with  the  grave,  from  whence 
there  is  no  return.  Unlefs  you  write  to  me,  my 
wiflies  muft  be  like  a  poor  papill's  devotions  to  fepa- 
rate  fpirits,  who,  for  all  they  know  or  hear  from 
them,  either  may  or  may  not  be  fenfible  of  their  ad- 
dreffes.  None  but  your  guardian  angels  can  have  you 
more  conflantly  in  mind  than  I ;  and  if  they  have,  it 
is  only  becaufe  they  can  fee  you  always.  If  ever  you 
think  of  thofe  fine  young  beaus  of  Heaven,  I  beg  you 
to  reflect,  that  you  have  juft  as  much  confolation 
from  them  as  I  at  prefent  have  from  you. 

While  all  people  here  are  exercifing  their  fpecu- 
lations  upon  the  affairs  of  the  Turks,  1  am  only  con- 
fidering  them  as  they  may  concern  a  particular  per- 
fon  ;  and  inflead  of  forming  profpccls  of  the  general 
tranquillity  of  Europe,  am  hoping  for  fome  eii'cct  that 
may  contribute  to  your  greater  eafe  :   above  all,  I 

would 
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would  fain  indulge  an  imagination,  that  the  nearer 
view  of  the  unquiet  fcene  you  are  approaching  to 
may  put  a  flop  to  your  farther  progrefs.  I  can 
hardly  yet  relinquifh  a  faint  hope  I  have  ever  had, 
that  Providence  will  take  fome  uncommon  care  of 
one  who  fo  generoufly  gives  herfelf  up  to  it;  and  I 
can't  imagine  God  Almighty  fo  like  fome  of  his 
vice-gerents,  as  abfolutely  to  negledt  thofe  who  fur- 
render  to  his  mercy.  May  I  thus  tell  you  the  truth 
of  my  heart  ?  or  mull  I  put  on  a  more  unconcerned 
perfon,  and  tell  you  gaily,  that  there  is  fome  differ- 
ence between  the  court  of  Vienna  and  the  camps  in 
Hungary  ;  that  fcarce  a  balha  living  is  fo  offenfive  a 
creature  as  Count  Volkra ;  that  the  wives  of  ambaf- 
fadors  are  as  fubjed  to  human  accidents,  and  as  ten- 
der as  their  fkins ;  that  it  is  not  more  natural  for 
glafs  to  cut,  than  for  Turks  and  Tartars  to  plunder 
(not  to  mention  ravifhing,  again  fl  which  I  am  told 
beauty  is  no  defence  in  thofe  parts) ;  that  you  are 
ftrangely  in  the  wrong  to  forfake  a  nation  that  but 
lafl  year  toafled  Mrs,  Walpole,  for  one  that  has  no 
tafle  of  beauty  after  twenty,  and  where  the  finefl 
woman  in  England  will  be  almofl  fuperannuated  ? 
Would  to  God,  Madam,  all  this  might  move  either 
Mr.  Wortley  or  you  j  and  that  I  may  foon  apply  to 
you  both  what  I  have  read  in  one  of  Harlequin's  co- 
medies :  he  fees  Conftantinople  in  a  raree-fliow,  vows 
it  is  the  finefl  thing  upon  earth,  and  protefls  it  is 
prodigioufly  like.    Ay,  Sir,  fays  the  man  of  the  fhow, 
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you  have  been  at  Conflantinople,  I  perceive.  No 
indeed,  fays  Harlequin,  I  was  never  there  myfelf,  but 
I  had  a  brother  I  loved  dearly,  who  had  the  grcateft 
mind  in  the  world  to  have  gone  thither. 

This  is  what  I  really  wifli  from  my  foul,  though  it 
would  ruin  the  beft  projeft  I  ever  laid,  that  of  ob- 
taining, through  your  means,  my  fair  CircafTian 
flave;  (he  whom  my  imagination  had  drawn  more 
amiable  than  angels,  as  beautiful  as  the  lady  who  was 
to  choofe  her  by  a  refemblance  to  fo  divine  a  face  ; 
fhe  whom  my  hopes  had  already  tranfported  over  fo 
many  feas  and  lands,  and  whom  my  eager  wifhes  had 
already  lodged  in  my  arms  and  heart ;  fhe,  I  fay, 
upon  this  condition,  may  remain  under  the  cedars  of 
Afia,  and  weave  a  garland  of  palms  for  the  brows  of 
a  Turkifii  tyrant,  with  thofe  hands  which  I  had  def- 
tined  for  the  foft  offices  of  love,  or  at  worfl  for  tran- 
fcribing  amorous  madrigals :  let  that  bread,  I  fay,  be 
now  joined  to  fome  favage  heart,  that  never  beat  with 
lufl  or  rage ;  that  breaft,  inhabited  by  far  more 
truth,  fidelity,  and  innocence,  than  thofe  that  heave 
with  pride  and  glitter  with  diamonds ;  that  bread, 
whofe  very  confcience  would  have  been  love,  where 
duty  and  rapture  made  but  one  thought,  and  honour 
mud  have  been  the  fame  with  pleafure. 

I  can't  go  on  in  this  (lile :  I  am  not  able  to  think 
of,  you  without  the  utmod  ferioufncfs ;  and,  if  I  did 
not  take  a  particular  care  to  difguife  it,  my  letters 
would  be  the  mod  melancholy  things  in  the  world. 

I  believe 
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I  believe  you  fee  my  concern  through  all  this  affec- 
tation of  gaiety,  which  is  but  like  a  fit  of  laughing  in 
the  deepefl  fpieen  or  vapours.  I  am  jufl  alarmed 
with  a  piece  of  news,  that  Mr.  Wortley  thinks  of 
pafTmg  through  Hungary,  notwithflanding  the  war 
there.  If  ever  any  man  loved  his  wife,  or  any  mo- 
ther her  child,  this  offers  you  the  flrongefl  reafon 
imaginable  for  flaying  at  Vienna,  at  leaft  this  winter. 
For  God's  fake,  value  yourfelf  a  little  more ;  and 
don't  give  us  caufe  to  imagine  that  fuch  extravagant 
virtue  can  exifl  any  where  elfe  than  in  a  romance. 
I  tremble  for  you  the  more,  becaufe  (whether  you 
believe  it  or  not)  I  am  capable  myfelf  of  following 
one  I  loved,  not  only  to  Conflantinople,  but  to  thofe 
parts  of  India,  where,  they  tell  us,  the  women  befl 
like  the  ugliefl  fellows,  as  the  mofl  admirable  pro- 
du6lions  of  nature,  and  look  upon  deformities  as  the 
fignatures  of  divine  favour.  But  (fo  romantic  as  I 
am)  I  fhould  fcarce  take  thefe  rambles,  without 
greater  encouragement  than  I  fancy  any  one  who  has 
been  long  married  can  expert.  You  fee  what  danger 
I  fhall  be  in,  if  ever  I  find  a  fair  one  born  under  the 
fame  planet  with  Aflolfo's  wife.  If,  inftead  of  Hun- 
gary, you  paft  through  Italy,  and  I  had  any  hopes 
that  lady's  climate  might  give  a  turn  to  your  inclin- 
ations, it  is  but  your  fending  me  the  leafl  notice,  and 
I'll  certainly  meet  you  in  Lombardy,  the  fcene  of  thofe 
celebrated  amours  between  the  fair  princefs  and  her 
dwarf.     From  thence,  how  far  you  might  draw  me, 

and 
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and  I  might  run  after  you,  I  no  more  know  than  the 

fpoufe  in  the  Song  of  Solomon  :  this  I  know,  that  I 

could  be  fo  very  glad  of  being  with  you  in  any  plea- 

fure,  that  I  could  be  content  to  be  with  you  in  any 

danger.     Since  I  am  not  to  partake  either,  adieu : 

but  may  God,  by  hearing  my  prayers  and  preferving 

you,  make  me  a  better  Chriftian  than  any  modern. 

poet  is  at  prefent.     I  am.  Madam, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     IV. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Madam, 
y  NO  more  think  I  can  have  too  many  of  your  let- 

ters,  than  that  I  could  have  too  many  writings  to 
entitle  me  to  the  greatefl  eftate  in  the  world  ;  which 
I  think  fo  valuable  a  friendfliip  as  yours  is  equal  to. 
I  am  angry  at  every  fcrap  of  paper  loft,  as  at  fome- 
thing  that  interrupts  the  hiftory  of  my  title ;  and 
though  it  is  but  an  odd  compliment  to  compare  a  fine 
lady  to  Sybil,  your  leaves,  methinks,  like  hers,  are 
too  good  to  be  committed  to  the  winds  ;  though  I 
have  no  other  way  of  receiving  them  but  by  thofe 
unfaithful  meffcngcrs.  I  have  had  but  three,  and  I 
reckon  in  that  ftiort  one  from  Dort,  which  was  rather 
a  dying  ejaculation  than  a  letter.    But  I  have  fo  great 

an 
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an  opinion  of  your  goodnefs,  that  had  I  received 
none,  I  fhould  not  have  accufed  you  of  neglect  or 
infenfibility.  I  am  not  fo  wrong-headed  as  to  quarrel 
with  my  friends  the  minute  they  don't  write  ;  Fd  as 
foon  quarrel  at  the  fun  the  minute  he  did  not 
fhine,  which  he  is  hindered  from  by  accidental  caufes, 
and  is  in  reality  all  that  time  performing  the  fame 
courfe,  and  doing  the  fame  good  offices  as  ever. 

You  have  contrived  to  fay  in  your  laft,  the  two 
mofl  pleafmg  things  to  me  in  nature ;  the  firft  is, 
that  whatever  be  the  fate  of  your  letters,  you  will 
continue  to  write  in  the  difcharge  of  your  confcience. 
This  is  generous  to  the  laft  degree,  and  a  virtue  you 
ought  to  enjoy.  Be  aflured  in  return,  my  heart  fhall 
be  as  ready  to  think  you  have  done  every  good  thing, 
as  yours  can  be  to  do  it ;  fo  that  you  Ihall  never  be 
able  to  favour  your  abfent  friend,  before  he  has 
thought  himfelf  obliged  to  you  for  the  very  favour 
you  are  then  conferring. 

The  other  is,  the  juftice  you  do  me  in  taking  what 
I  writ  to  you  in  the  ferious  manner  it  was  meant :  it 
is  the  point  upon  which  I  can  bear  no  fufpicion,  and 
in  which,  above  all,  I  defire  to  be  thought  ferious  : 
it  would  be  the  moft  vexatious  of  all  tyranny,  if  you 
fhould  pretend  to  take  for  raillery,  what  is  the  mere 
difguife  of  a  difcontented  heart,  that  is  unwilling  to 
make  you  as  melancholy  as  itfelf ;  and  for  wit,  what 
is  really  only  the  natural  overflowing  and  warmth  of 
{he  fame  heart,  as  it  is  improved  and  awakened  by  an 

efteem 
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efteem  for  you  :  but  fince  you  tell  me  you  believe 
me,  I  fancy  my  exprefllons  have  not  at  leafl:  been  en- 
tirely unfaithful  to  thofe  thoughts,  to  which  I  am  fure 
they  can  never  be  equal.  May  God  increafe  your 
faith  in  all  truths  that  are  as  great  as  this ;  and  de- 
pend upon  it,  to  whatever  degree  your  belief  may 
extend,  you  can  never  be  a  bigot. 

If  you  could  fee  the  heart  I  talk  of,  you  would 
really  think  it  a  foolifh  good  kind  of  thing,  with  fome 
qualities  as  well  deferving  to  be  half  laughed  at,  and 
half  efleemed,  as  any  in  the  world  :  its  grand  foible, 
in  regard  to  you,  is  the  mod  like  reafon  of  any  foible 
in  nature.  Upon  my  faith,  this  heart  is  not,  like  a 
great  warehoufe,  ftored  only  with  my  own  goods, 
with  vafl  empty  fpaces  to  be  fupplied  as  fafl  as  intereft 
or  ambition  can  fill  them  up  ;  but  it  is  every  inch  of 
it  let  out  into  lodgings  for  its  friends,  and  Ihall  never 
want  a  corner  at  your  fervice ;  where  I  dare  affirm. 
Madam,  your  idea  lies  as  warm  and  as  clofe  as  any 
idea  in  Chriftendom. 

If  I  don't  take  care,  I  fliall  write  mvfelf  all  out  to 
you ;  and  if  this  correfpondence  continues  on  both 
fides  at  the  free  rate  I  would  have  it,  we  fhall  have 
very  little  curiofity  to  encourage  our  meeting  at  the 
day  of  judgment.  I  forefee  that  the  further  you  go 
from  me,  the  more  freely  I  fliall  write  ;  and  if  (as  I 
earneflly  wifli)  you  would  do  the  fame,  I  can't  guefs 
where  it  will  end  :  let  us  be  like  modefl:  people,  who, 
wlicn  they  are  clofe  together,  keep  all  decorums ; 

but 
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but  if  they  ftep  a  little  afide,  or  get  to  the  other  end 
of  a  room,  can  untie  garters  or  take  off  fhifts  without 
fcruple. 

If  this  diftance  (as  you  are  fo  kind  as  to  fay)  en- 
larges your  belief  of  my  friendfhip,  I  alTure  you  it  has 
fo  extended  my  notion  of  your  value,  that  I  begin  to 
be  impious  on  your  account,  and  to  wifh  that  even 
daughter,  ruin,  and  defolation,  might  interpofe  be- 
tween you  and  Turkey  ;  I  wifh  you  reftored  to  us  at 
the  expence  of  a  whole  people :  I  barely  hope  you 
will  forgive  me  for  faying  this,  but  I  fear  God  will 
fcarce  forgive  me  for  dehring  it. 

Make  me  lefs  wicked  then.  Is  there  no  other  ex- 
pedient to  return  you  and  your  infant  in  peace  to  the 
bofom  of  your  country  ?  I  hear  you  are  going  to 
Hanover  ;  can  there  be  no  favourable  planet  at  this 
conjundure,  or  do  you  only  come  back  fo  far  to  die 
fttice  ?  Is  Eurydice  once  more  fnatched  to  the 
fhades  ?  If  ever  mortal  had  reafon  to  hate  the  king, 
it  is  I ;  for  it  is  my  particular  misfortune  to  be  almoft 
the  only  innocent  man  whom  he  has  made  to  fufFer, 
both  by  his  government  at  home,  and  his  negotiations 
abroad. 
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LETTER     V. 
TO   THE   SAME. 

^TpHE  more  1  examine  my  own  mind,  the  more 
romantic  I  find  myfelf.  Methinks  it  is  a  noble 
fpirit  of  contradidlion  to  fate  and  fortune,  not  to  give 
up  thofe  that  are  fnatched  from  us,  but  follow  them 
with  warmer  zeal,  the  farther  they  are  removed  from 
the  fenfe  of  it.  Sure  flattery  never  travelled  fo  far  as 
three  thoufand  miles ;  it  is  now  only  for  truth,  which 
overtakes  all  things,  to  reach  you  at  this  diftance. 
'Tis  a  generous  piece  of  popery  that  purfues  even 
thofe  who  are  to  be  eternally  abfent,  into  another 
world ;  let  it  be  right  or  wrong,  the  very  extra- 
vagance is  a  fort  of  piety.  I  cannot  be  fatisfied  with 
ftrewing  flowers  over  you,  and  barely  honouring  you 
as  a  thing  lofl: ;  but  inufl:  confider  you  as  a  glorious, 
though  remote  being,  and  be  fending  addreflTes  and 
prayers  after  you.  You  have  carried  away  fo  nmch 
of  my  efteem,  that  what  remains  of  it  is  daily  lan- 
guifliing  and  dying  over  my  acquaintance  here;  and, 
I  believe,  in  three  or  four  months  more,  I  fliall  think 
Aurat-baflar  as  good  a  place  as  Govent-garden.  You 
may  imagine  this  but  raillery,  but  I  am  really  fo  far 
gone  as  to  take  pleafure  in  reveries  of  this  kind.  Let 
them  fay  I  am  romantic,  fo  is  every  one  faid  to  be 
that  either  admires  a  fine  thing,  or  praifes  one :  'tis 

no 
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no  wonder  fuch  people  are  thought  mad,  for  they  are 
as  much  out  of  the  way  of  common  underftanding  as 
if  they  were  mad,  becaufe  they  are  in  the  right.  On 
my  confcience,  as  the  world  goes,  'tis  never  worth 
any  body's  while  to  do  a  noble  thing  for  the  honour 
of  it ;  glory,  the  only  pay  of  generous  aftions,  is  now 
as  ill  paid  as  other  juft  debts  are ;  and  neither  Mrs. 
Macfarland  for  immolating  her  lover,  nor  Lady  Mary 
for  facrificing  herfelf,  muft  hope  to  be  ever  compared 
with  Lucretia  or  Portia. 

I  write  this  in  fome  anger  ;  for  having  frequented 
thofe  people  moft,  fmce  you  went,  who  feemed  moft 
in  your  favour,  I  heard  nothing  that  concerned  you 
talked  of  fo  often,  as  that  you  went  away  in  a  black 
full-bottom  ;  which  I  did  but  alTert  to  be  a  bob,  and 
was  anfwered, — love  is  blind.  I  am  perfuaded  your 
wig  had  never  fuffered  this  criticifm,  but  on  the  fcore 
of  your  head,  and  the  two  fine  eyes  that  are  in  it. 

For  God's  fake,  Madam,  when  you  write  to  me, 
talk  of  yourfelf,  there  is  nothing  I  fo  much  defire  ta 
hear  of :  talk  a  great  deal  of  yourfelf,  that  llie  who  I 
always  thought  talked  beft,  may  fpeak  upon  the  befl 
fubjeft.  The  fhrines  and  reliques  you  tell  me  of,  no 
way  engage  my  curiofity ;  I  had  ten  times  rather  go 
on  pilgrimage  to  fee  your  face,  than  St.  John  Baptift's 
head :  I  wifh  you  had  not  only  all  thofe  fine  flatues 
you  talk  of,  but  even  the  golden  image  which  Nebu- 
chadnezzar fet  up,  provided  you  were  to  travel  no 
further  than  you  could  carry  it. 

3  The 
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The  court  of  Vienna  is  really  very  edifying :  the 
ladies,  with  refped  to  their  hufbands,  feem  to  under- 
ftand  that  text  very  literally,   that  commands  us  to 
bear  one  another* s  burthens :  but  I  fancy  many  a  man 
there  is,  like  Iflachar,  an  afs  between  two  burthens, 
I  (hall  look  upon  you  no  longer  as  a  Chriflian,  when 
you   pafs  from  that  charitable  court  to  the  land   of 
jealoufy,  where  the  unhappy  women  converfe  with 
none  but  eunuchs,  and  where  the  very  cucumbers  are 
brought  to  them  cut.     I  exped  to  hear  an  exaft  ac- 
count how,  and  at  what  places,  you  leave  one  article 
of  faith  after  another,   as  you   approach  nearer  to 
Turkey.      Pray   how    far   are  you    gone   already  ? 
Amidll  the  charms  of  high-mafs,  and  the  raviftiing 
trills  of  a  Sunday-opera,  what  think  you  of  the  doc- 
trine and  dilcipline  of  the  church  of  England  ?  have 
you  from  your  heart  a  reverence  for  Sternhold  and 
Hopkins  ?     How  do  your  chriflian  virtues  hold  out 
in  fo  long  a  voyage  ?     You  have  already   (without 
pafling  the  bounds  of  Chriftendom)  out-travelled  the 
fm  of  fornication,  and  are  happily  arrived  at  the  free 
region  of  adultery  :  in  a  little  time  you'll  look  upon 
fome  other  fins,  with  more  impartiality  than  the  ladies 
here  are  capable  of.     I  reckon  you'll  time  it  fo  well 
as  to  make  your  faith  ferve  out  jufl  to  the  lafl  verge 
of  Chriftendom  ;    that  you  may  difcharge  your  chap- 
lain (as  humanity  requires)  in  a  place  where  he  may 
find  fome  bufinefs,  and  not  be  out  of  the  way  of  all 

trade. 

I  doubt 
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I  doubt  not  but  I  fliall  be  told  (when  I  come  to 
follow  you  through  thofe  countries)  in  how  pretty  a 
manner  you  accommodated  yourfelf  to  the  cuftoms  of 
the  true  believers.     At  this  town,  they  will  fay,  fhe 
praftifed  to  fit  on  the  fofa ;  at  that  village  fhe  learnt 
to  fold  the  turban  ;  here  fhe  was  bathed  and  anointed  j 
and  there  fhe  parted  with  her  black  full-bottom :  at 
every  chriftian  virtue  you  loft,  and  at  every  chriftian 
habit  you  quitted,  it  will  be  decent  for  me  to  fetch  a 
holy  figh ;   but  ftill  I  fhall  proceed  to   follow  you. 
How  happy  will  it  be,  for  a  gay  young  woman,  to 
live  in  a  country  where  it  is  a  part  of  religious  wor- 
fhip  to  be  giddy-headed !     I  fhall  hear  at  Belgrade, 
how  the  good  bafha  received  the  fair  convert  with 
tears  of  joy ;   how  he  was  charmed  with  her  pretty 
manner  of  pronouncing  the  words  Allah  and  Mu- 
hammed  ;    and  how  earneftly  you  joined  with  him  in 
exhorting  Mr.  Wortley  to  be  circumcifed  ;    but  he 
fatisfies  you  by  demonftrating,  how,  in  that  condition, 
he  could  not  properly  reprefent  his  Britannic  majefty. 
Laftly,  I  fhall  hear,  how,  the  very  firft  night  you  lay 
at  Pera,  you  had  a  vifion  of  Mahomet*s  paradife,  and 
happily  awaked  without  a  foul ;   from  which  blelTed 
inftant,  the  beautiful  body  was  left  to  perform  all  the 
agreeable  functions  it  was  made  for.     But  if  my  fate 
be  fuch,  that  this  body  of  mine  (which  is  as  ill  matched 
to  my  mind  as  any  wife  to  her  hulband)  be  left  be« 
hind  in  the  journey,  let  the  epitaph  of  Tibullus  be 
fet  over  it : 

VOL.  VIII.  c  c  Hie 
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Hie  jacet  immiti  confumptus  mortc  Tibulliia, 
Mefljlani,  terra,  dum  fcquiturque,  mari. 

Here,  ftopt  by  liafty  dcatli,  Alexis  lies, 

Who  croft  half  Europe,  led  by  Wortley's  eyes. 

I  ihall  at  lead  be  fure  to  meet  you  in  the  next  world, 
if  there  be  any  truth  in  our  new  dottrine  of  the  day 
of  judgment.  Since  your  body  is  fo  full  of  fire,  and 
capable  of  fuch  folar  motions  as  your  letter  defcribes, 
your  foul  can  never  be  long  going  to  the  fixed  flars, 
where  I  intend  to  fettle  ;  or  elfe  you  may  find  me  in 
the  milky  way  ;  becaufe  Fontenelle  aflures  us,  the 
ftars  are  fo  crowded  there,  that  a  man  may  (land 
upon  one  and  talk  to  his  friend  on  another.  From 
thence,  with  a  good  telefcope,  what  do  you  think 
one  fhould  take  fuch  a  place  as  this  world  for  ?  I 
fancy,  for  the  devil *s  rookery,  where  the  inhabitants 
are  ready  to  deafen  and  deflroy  one  another  with 
eternal  noife  and  hunger. 

I  fee  I  have  done  in  this  letter,  as  I  have  often  done 
in  your  converfation,  talked  myfelf  into  a  good  hu- 
mour, though  I  begun  in  an  ill  one  :  the  mere  plea- 
fure  of  addreffmg  you  makes  me  run  on,  and  it  is  in 
your  own  power  to  fhorten  this  letter  by  giving  over 
where  you  pleafe,  fo  I'll  make  it  no  longer  by  apo- 
logies. 

The  rapidity  of  your  journies  is  what  I  have  been 
imitating,  though  in  a  lefs  fphere  :  1  have  been  at 
York  and  at  Bath  in  lefs  than  a  fortnight ;  all  that 
lime,  yuur  letter   (for  which   you  have  a  thoufand 

thanks 
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thanks  from  me)  lay  in  London  ;  I  had  juft  before 

fent  one  by  Mr.  Stanyan,  giving  another  for  lofl  that 

went  by  Lord  James  Hay  to  I^eghorn,  where  you  was 

then  expelled.     Mr.  Congreve  had  written  fome  time 

before,  as  I  acquainted  you  in  that,  who,  I  aflure  you, 

no  way  deferves  to  be  thought  forgetful  of  you.     I 

obey  your  orders,  in  fenaing  inclofed  two  little  pieces; 

the  printed  one  has  made  much  noife,  and  done  fome 

good  at  court :    I  am  wrongfully  fufpecled  to  be  the 

author  of  it.     They  talk  of  fome  alterations  there, 

which  affeft  a  man  who  never  afked  for  any  thing 

but  your  Paflorals.     Lady  Rich  is  brought  to  bed. 

r  can  only  add  my  defire  of  being  always  thought 

yours,  and  of  being  told  I  am  thought  fo  by  yourfelf, 

whenever  you  would  make  me  as  happy  as  I  can  be 

at  this  diftance. 

Your,  etc, 

Mr.  Craggs  is  very  much  yours. 

I  am  jufl  now  told  you  are  to  go  by  way  of  Italy : 
I  hope  to  God  this  is  true,  and  that  you  will  flay  this 
winter,  to  refrefh  yourfelf  for  new  travels,  at  Vienna. 
The  feas  will  fhew  no  refpedl  to  merit  or  beauty,  in. 
the  winter  feafon.  To  give  you  a  convincing  proof 
how  romantic  I  am,  if  you  pafs  through  Italy  next 
fpring,  and  will  give  me  timely  notice  and  dire6lion, 
it  is  very  poflible  I  may  meet  you  there,  and  attend 
you  till  you  take  fea  again  for  Conftantinople. 


c  c  2 
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LETTER     VL 

TO  THE    SAME. 

Madam,  February  3. 

T  WISH  I  could  write  any  thing  to  divert  you, 
but  it  is  impofTible  in  the  unquiet  flate  I  am  put 
into  by  your  letter  :  it  has  grievoufly  afHided  me, 
without  affedtation ;  and  I  think  you  would  hardly 
have  writ  it  in  fo  ftrong  terms,  had  you  known  to 
what  a  degree  I  feel  the  lofs  of  thofe  I  value  (it  is  only 
decency  that  hinders  me  from  faying,  of  her  I  value). 
From  this  inftant  you  are  doubly  dead  to  me ;  and 
all  the  vexation  and  concern  I  endured  at  your  part- 
ing from  England,  was  nothing  to  what  I  fuffer  the 
moment  I  hear  you  have  left  Vienna.  Till  now,  1 
had  fome  fmall  hopes  in  God,  and  in  fortune ;  I 
waited  for  accidents,  and  had  at  leaft  the  faint  com- 
fort of  a  wifli,  when  I  thought  of  you  j  I  am  now— 
I  can't  tell  what — I  won't  tell  what,  for  it  would 
grieve  you.  This  letter  is  a  piece  of  madnefs  that 
throws  me  after  you  in  a  diflrafted  manner.  1 
don't  know  which  way  to  write,  which  way  to  fend 
it,  or  if  ever  it  will  reach  your  hands :  if  it  does,  what 
can  you  infer  from  it,  but  what  I  am  half  afraid  and 
half  willing  you  fhould  know, — how  very  much  I  was 
yours,  how  unfortunately  well  I  knew  you,  and  with 
what  a  mifcrabie  conftancy  I  fluill   ever  remember 


you  ? 


If 
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If  this  falls  into  any  other  hands,  it  will  fay  nothing 
I  fhall  be  afhamed  to  own,  when  either  diftance 
or  death  (for  ought  I  can  tell)  fliall  have  removed 
you  for  ever  from  the  fcandal  of  fo  mean  an  admirer. 

What  you  fay  of  your  illnefs  frightens  me  with  a 
profped  I  can  never  fo  much  as  dream  of  without 
horror.  Though  I  am  never  to  fee  you  again,  may 
you  live  to  pleafe  other  eyes,  and  improve  other 
minds  than  mine ;  may  you  appear  to  diftant  worlds 
like  a  fun  that  is  funk  out  of  the  fight  of  our  hemi,. 
fphere,  to  gladden  the  other.  It  is  no  figure  of  fpeech 
when.  I  tell  you,  that  thofe  mountains  of  fnow,  and 
woods  laid  in  aihes,  you  defcribe,  are  what  I  could 
wifh  to  traverfe  with  you.  I  find  I  flattered  myfelf 
when  I  thought  Italy  had  pleafures  that  could  allure 
me  to  have  met  you  there  ;  I  fee  it  was  only  the  view 
of  meeting  you  that  made  that  country  appear  charm- 
ing to  mc ;  and  I  now  envy  the  defarts  and  devafl:- 
ations  of  Hungary  more  than  any  parts  of  the  polite 
world.  It  is  ferioufly  true  that  I  have  not,  fince  your 
laft  letter,  the  leaft  inclination  to  fee  Italy,  though, 
before  I  received  it,  I  longed  for  your  fummons  thi- 
ther : — but  it  is  foolifh  to  tell  you  this  ; — did  I  fay 
foolifh  ?   it  is  a  thoufand  times  worfe,  it  is  in  vain  ! 

You  touch  me  very  fenfibly,  in  faying  you  think 
fo  well  of  laj  fnendj}:)ip  ;  in  that  you  do  me  too  much 
honour.  Would  to  God  you  would  (even  at  this 
diflance)  allow  me  to  correct  this  period,  and  change 
thefe  phrafes  according  to  the  real  truth  of  my  hearU 

c  c  3  I  am 
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I  am  foollfli  again  ;  and  methinks  I  am  imitating,  in 
my  ravings,  the  dreams  of  fplenetic  enthufiafls  and 
folitaires,  who  fall  in  love  with  faints,  and  fancy  them- 
felves  in  the  favour  of  angels  and  fpirits,  whom  they 
can  never  fee  or  touch.  I  hope  indeed  that  you,  like 
one  of  thofe  better  beings,  have  a  benevolence  to- 
wards me  ;  and  I  (on  my  part)  really  look  up  to 
you  with  zeal  and  fervour,  not  without  fome  faint 
expectation  of  meeting  hereafter,  which  is  fomething 
betwixt  piety  and  madnefs. 

Madam,  I  beg  you  to  be  fo  juft  to  my  impatience 
and  anxiety  for  your  fake,  as  to  give  me  the  firfl  no- 
tice poffible  of  your  health  and  progrefs.  This  letter 
takes  its  chance  from  Mr.  Stanhope's  office  :  though 
you  direct  me  to  the  merchant-fhips  bound  for  Con- 
ftantinople,  I  could  not  flay  fo  long  as  till  one  of  thofe 
fets  out.  Whether  you  receive  letters  from  me  or 
not,  you  may  depend  upon  my  having  writ,  as  the 
confequence  of  my  thinking  fo  often  and  fo  warmly 
of  you.  May  Providence  overfhadow  you  j  and  that 
virtue  and  fpirit  which  expofes  you  to  dangers,  pro- 
ted  you  from  them.  I  am  the  moft  earnefl  of  your 
well-wifhers,  and,  I  was  going  to  fay,  your  moil  faith- 
ful fervant,  but  am  angry  at  the  weaknefs  of  all  the 
terms  I  can  ufe  to  exprefs  myfelf 

Yours. 
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T  WRITE  this  after  a  very  fevere  Illnefs,  that  had  like 
to  have  coft  you  a  friend  :  and  in  writing  I  rebel 
againft  a  defpotic  Do£lor,  whofe  tyranny  the  greatefl 
here  obey,  and  from  the  fame  fervile  principles  that 
mofl  men  obey  tyrants, — the  fear  of  death.     He  fays 
I  mufl  think  but  flightly  of  any  thing :  now  I  am 
pradifmg  if  I  can  think  fo  of  you,  which  if  I  can  I 
fhall  be  above  regarding  any  thing  in  nature  for  the 
future  :  I  may  then  look  upon  the  fun  as  a  fpangle, 
and  the  world  as  a  hazel-nut.     But  in  earneft,  you 
fhould  be  pleafed  at  my  recovery,  as  it  is  a  thing  you'll 
get  fomething  by.     Heaven  has  renewed  a  leafe  to 
you  of  a  fmcere  fervant :  abundance  of  good  wiflies 
and  grateful  thanks  will  be  added  to  thofe  you  have 
had  from  me  already ;  and  Lady  Mary  will  be  fpo- 
ken  of  with  refpedt  and  tendernefs  fome  years  longer. 
This  lafl  winter  has  feen  great  revolutions  in  my 
little  affairs.     My  ficknefs  was  preceded  by  the  death 
of  my  father,  which  happened  within  a  few  days  after 
I  had  writ  to  you,  inviting  myfelf  to  meet  you  in  your 
journey  homewards.     I  have  yet  a  mother  of  great 
age  and  infirmities,  whofe  lad  precarious  days  of  life 
I  am  now  attending,  with  fuch  a  folemn  pious  kind  of 
officioufnefs  as  a  melancholy  reclufe  watches  the  lafl: 
rifmgs  and  fallings  of  a  dying  taper.      My  natural 
temper  is  pretty  much  broke,  and  I  live  half  a  hermit 
c  c  4  within 
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within  five  miles  of  London.  A  letter  from  you 
fooths  me  in  my  reveries  ;  'tis  like  a  converfation 
with  fonie  fpirit  of  the  other  world,  the  lead  glimpfc 
of  vvhofc  favour  fets  one  above  all  tafle  of  the  things 
of  this :  indeed  there  is  little  or  nothing  angelical  left 
behind  you  ;  the  women  here  arc — women.  I  can't 
exprefs  how  I  long  to  fee  you  face  to  face  j  if  ever 
you  come  again,  I  fliall  never  be  able  to  behave  with 
decency,  I  fliall  walk,  look,  and  talk  at  fuch  a  rate 
that  all  the  town  mud  know  t  have  feen  fomething 
more  than  human.  Come,  for  God's  fake  ;  come. 
Lady  Mary  ;  come  quickly  ! 

I  extremely  regret  the  lofs  of  your  Oriental  learn- 
ing, for  that  letter  I  never  had,  but  am  heartily  glad 
you  kept  a  copy.  I  believe  one  of  mine  had  the  fame 
fate,  wherein  I  begged  a  Circaflian  woman  of  you, 
the  likefl  yourfelf  that  could  be  purchafed.  Don't 
think  to  put  me  off  with  a  little  likenefs  of  you  ;  the 
girl  which  I  hear  you  have  fome  way  or  other  pro.. 
cured,  and  are  bringing  with  you,  is  not  fi.t  for  me ; 
— whatever  you  may  fancy,  Molineux  is  married,  and 
I  am  pad  a  boy. 

I  mud  tell  you  a  dory  of  Molineux  :   the  other 

day,  at  the  prince's  levee,   he  took  Mr.  Edgecomb 

afide,  and  alked,  with  an  air  of  ferioufnefs.  What  did 

the  Czar  of  Mufcovy,  when  he  difmherited  his  fon, 

do  with    his  fecretary  ?     To  which  Edgecomb  an- 

f\vcred,  He  was  fewed  up  in  a  football,  and  tod  over 

the  water. 

Now 
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Now  I  am  got  among  your  acquaintance,  you  muft 
be  content  to  hear  how  often  I  talk  of  you  with  Mr. 
Craggs,  Mr.  Methuen,  Mr.  Congreve,  D.  of  Buck- 
ingham, Sir  R.  Rich,  Mifs  Griffin,  &c.  I  am  airiiofl 
angry  to  go  into  any  body's  company  where  I  ever  faw 
you;  I  partly  enjoy  and  partly  regret  it.  It  is  not 
without  vexation  that  I  roam  on  the  Thames  in  a  fine 
evening,  or  walk  by  moonlight  in  St.  James's  park  : 
I  can  fcarce  allow  any  thing  fhould  be  calm,  or  any 
thing  fweet,  without  you.  Give  me  leave  at  this  di- 
ftance  to  fay,  that  I  am  fomething  fo  much  between 
a  philofopher  and  a  lover,  that  I  am  continually  angry 
at  fortune  for  letting  me  enjoy  thofe  amufements 
which  I  fancy  you  want ;  and  I  feldom  receive  any 
pleafure,  but  it  is  got  into  my  head,  why  has  fhe  not 
a  fhare  of  it  ?  This  is  really  true  ;  and  yet  you  are 
not  fo  prodigioufly  obliged  to  me  neither,  becaufe  I 
wifh  almofl  every  vanity  that  can  delight  them. 

Our  gallantry  and  gaiety  have  been  great  fufFerers,. 
by  the  rupture  of  the  two  courts  here  :  fcarce  any 
ball,  alTembly,  baflet-table,  or  any  place  where  two  or 
three  are  gathered  together.  No  lone  houfe  in  Wales, 
with  a  rookery,  is  more  contemplative  than  Hampton- 
Court  :  I  walked  there  the  other  day  by  the  moon, 
and  met  no  creature  of  any  quality  but  the  king,  who 
was  giving  audience  all  alone  to  the  birds  under  the 
garden  wall. 

How  many  hundred  things  have  I  to  fay  to  you, 
jiot  ten  of  which,  perhaps,  I  fhall  remember  when 

we 
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we  meet.  I  have  feen  many  fine  things,  many  vile 
things,  and  many  ridiculous  things,  all  which  are  an 
amufement  to  thofe  who  can  think  :  though  one 
emulates  the  firfl  fort,  it's  hurt  by  the  fecond,  and  vext 
at  the  third.  If  one  laughs  at  the  world,  they'll  fay 
he  is  proud  ;  if  one  rails  at  it,  they'll  fay  he  is  ill- 
natured  ;  and  yet  one  or  other  of  thefe  one  mufl  do 
upon  the  whole.  I  am  melancholy,  which  (to  fay 
truth)  is  all  one  gets  by  pleafure  themfelves ;  but  I 
fhould  not  tell  you  this,  if  I  did  not  think  you  of 
opinion,  that  melancholy  does  me  as  little  hurt  as  any 
man :  and,  after  all,  he  muft  be  a  beafl  that  can  be 
melancholy  with  fuch  a  fine  woman  as  you  to  his 
friend.  Adieu.  Were  I  your  guardian  fpirit,  your 
happinefs  would  be  my  whole  care  ;  as  I  am  a  poor 
mortal,  it  is  one  of  my  mofl  earneft  wiflies. 

Yours. 

I  beg  you  write  to  me  foon  ;  you  are  now  come 
into  the  region  of  pods,  and  under  the  care  of  fecre- 
taries,  the  whole  fuccefTion  of  whom  are  your  fer- 
vants,  and  give  me  more  than  penfions  and  places, 
when  they  give  me  your  letters. 
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Dear  Madam, 

5 -pis  not  pofTible  to  exprefs  the  leafl:  part  of  the 
joy  your  return  gives  me  ;  time  only  and  expe- 
rience will  convince  you  how  very  fmcere  it  is.  I 
cxceffively  long  to  meet  you,  to  fay  fo  much,  fo  very 
much  to  you, — that  I  believe  I  fliall  fay  nothing.  I 
have  given  orders  to  be  fent  for  the  firfl  minute  of 
your  arrival  (which  I  beg  you  will  let  them  know  at 
Mr.  Jervas's).  I  am  fourfcore  miles  from  London, 
a  fhort  journey  compared  to  that  I  fo  often  thought 
at  leafl  of  undertaking,  rather  than  die  without  feeing 
you  again.  Though  the  place  I  am  in  is  fuch  as  I 
would  not  quit  for  the  town,  if  I  did  not  value  you 
more  than  any,  nay  every  body  elfe  there  ;  and  you'll 
be  convinced  how  little  the  town  has  engaged"  my 
affeftions  in  your  abfence  from  it,  when  you  know 
what  a  place  this  is  which  I  prefer  to  it ;  I  {hall 
therefore  defcribe  it  to  you  at  large,  as  the  true  pic- 
ture of  a  genuine  ancient  country-feat. 

You  muft  expect  nothing  regular  in  my  defcription 
of  a  houfe  that  feems  to  be  built  before  rules  were  in 
fafhion :  the  whole  is  fo  disjointed,  and  the  parts  fo 
detached  from  each  other,  and  yet  fo  joining  again 
one  can't  tell  how,  that  (in  a  poetical  fit)  you'd  ima- 
gine it  had  been  a  village  in  Amphion's  time,  where 

twenty 
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twenty  cottages  had  taken  a  dance  together,  were  all 
out,  and  flood  Itill  in  amazement  ever  fmce.  A 
Itranger  would  be  grievoully  difappolnted  who  fhould 
ever  think  to  get  into  this  houfe  the  right  way  :  one 
would  exped,  after  entering  through  the  porch,  to  be 
let  into  the  hall ; — alas!  nothing  lefs; — you  find  your- 
felf  in  a  brewhoufe.  From  the  parlour  you  think  to 
flep  into  the  drawing-room  ;  but,  upon  opening  the 
iron-nailed  door,  you  are  convinced  by  a  flight  of 
birds  about  your  ears,  and  a  cloud  of  dufl:  in  your 
eyes,  that  'tis  the  pigeon-houfe.  On  each  fide  our 
porch  are  two  chimnies,  that  wear  their  greens  on  the 
outfide,  which  would  do  as  well  within,  for  whenever 
we  make  a  fire,  we  let  the  fmoke  out  of  the  windows. 
Over  the  parlour-window  hangs  a  floping  balcony, 
which  time  has  turned  to  a  very  convenient  penthoufe. 
The  top  is  crowned  with  a  very  venerable  tower,  fo 
like  that  of  the  church  jufl  by,  that  the  jackdaws 
build  in  it  as  if  it  were  the  true  fleeple. 

The  great  hall  is  high  and  fpacious,  flanked  with 
long  tables,  images  of  ancient  hofpitality;  ornamented 
with  monftrous  horns,  about  twenty  broken  pikes, 
and  a  match-lock  mufquet  or  two,  which  they  fay 
were  ufed  in  the  civil  wars.  Here  is  one  vaft  arched 
window,  beautifully  darkened ^with  divers  fcutcheons 
of  painted  glafs.  There  feems  to  be  great  propriety 
in  this  old  manner  of  blazoning  upon  glafs,  ancient 
families  being  like  ancient  windows,  in  the  courfe  of 
generations  feldom  free  from  cracks.     One  fliining 

pane 
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pane  bears  date  1286.  The  youthful  face  of  Dame 
Elinor  owes  more  to  this  fmgle  piece,  than  to  all  the 
glalTes  Ihe  ever  confulted  in  her  hfe.  Who  can  fay 
after  this  that  glafs  is  frail,  when  it  is  not  half  fo  pe- 
rifhable  as  human  beauty  or  glory  ?  for  in  another 
pane  you  fee  the  memory  of  a  knight  preferved, 
whofe  marble  nofe  is  mouldered  from  his  monument 
in  the  church  adjoining.  And  yet,  muft  not  one  figh 
to  refled,  that  the  mod  authentic  record  of  fo  ancient 
a  family  fhould  lie.  at  the  mercy  of  every  boy  that 
throws  a  ftone  ?  In  this  hall,  in  former  days,  have 
dined  gartered  knights  and  courtly  dames,  with  ufliers, 
fewers,  and  fenefchals ;  and  yet  it  was  but  t'other 
night  that  an  owl  flew  in  hither,  and  miftook  it  for  a 
barn. 

This  hall  lets  you  up,  (and  down,)  over  a  very 
high  threfhold,  into  the  parlour.  It  is  furnifhed  with 
hiftorical  tapeftry,  whofe  marginal  fringes  do  confefs 
the  moiflure  of  the  air.  The  other  contents  of  this 
room  are  a  broken-bellied  -virginal,  a  couple  of 
crippled  velvet  chairs,  with  two  or  three  mildewed 
pidures  of  mouldy  anceflors,  who  look  as  difmally 
as  if  they  came  frefh  from  hell  with  all  their  brim- 
ftone  about  'em.  Thefe  are  carefully  fet  at  the  fur- 
ther corner ;  for  the  windov/s  being  every  where 
broken,  make  it  fo  convenient  a  place  to  dry  poppies 
and  muftaid-feed  in,  that  the  room  is  appropriated 
to  that  ufe. 

Next 
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Next  this  parlour  lies  (as  I  faid  before)  the  pigeon- 
houfe;  by  the  fide  of  which  runs  an  entry  that  leads, 
on  one  hand  and  t'other,  into  a  bed-chamber,  a  but- 
tery, and  a  fmall  hole  called  the  chaplain's  fludy. 
Then  follow  a  brewhoufe,  a  little  green-and-gilt  par- 
lour, and  the  great  flairs,  under  which  is  the  dairy. 
A  little  further  on  the  right,  the  fervants'  hall ;  and 
by  the  fide  of  it,  up  fix  Heps,  the  old  lady's  clofet, 
which  has  a  lettice  into  the  faid  hall,  that  w  hile  fhe 
faid  her  prayers,  fhe  might  call  an  eye  on  the  men 
and  maids.  There  are  upon  this  ground-floor  in  all 
twenty-four  apartments,  hard  to  be  diflinguiflied  by 
particular  names ;  among  which  I  mufl  not  forget  a 
chamber,  that  has  in  it  a  large  antiquity  of  timber, 
which  feems  to  have  been  either  a  bedftead  or  a  cyder- 
prefs. 

Our  beft  room  above  is  very  long  and  low,  of  the 
exaft  proportion  of  a  band-box  :  it  has  hangings  of 
the  finefl  work  in  the  world,  thofe  I  mean  which 
Arachne  fpins  out  of  her  own  bowels :  indeed  the 
roof  is  fo  decayed,  that  after  a  favourable  fhower  of 
rain,  we  may  (with  God's  blefTmg)  expert  a  crop  of 
muflirooms  between  the  chinks  of  the  floors. 

All  this  upper  ftory  has  for  many  years  had  no 
other  inhabitants  than  certain  rats,  whofe  very  age 
renders  them  worthy  of  this  venerable  manfion,  for 
the  very  rats  of  this  ancient  feat  are  grey.  Since 
thefe  had  not  quitted  it,  wc  hope  at  Icafl  this  houfe 
may  fland  during  the  fmall  remainder  of  days  thefe 

poor 
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poor  animals  have  to  live,  who  are  now  too  hifirm 
to  remove  to  another:  they  have  ftill  a  fmall  fubfiftence 
left  them  in  the  few  remaining  books  of  the  library. 

I  had  never  feen  half  what  I  have  defcribed,  but 
for  an  old  (larched  grey-headed  fleward,  who  is  as 
much  an  antiquity  as  any  in  the  place,  and  looks  like 
an  old  family  pifture  walked  out  of  its  frame.     He 
failed  not,  as  we  pail  from  room  to  room,  to  relate 
feveral  memoirs   of  the  family,  but  his  obfervations 
were  particularly  curious  in  the  cellar :  he  fhewed 
where  flood  the  triple  rows  of  buts  of  fack,  and  where 
were  ranged  the  bottles  of  tent  for  toafts  in  the  morn- 
ing :    he  pointed  to  the  flands  that   fupported  the 
iron-hooped  hogflieads  of  flrong  beer ;   then  llepping 
to  a  corner,  he  lugged  out  the  tattered  fragment  of  an 
unframed  pi6lure  :  "  This  (fays  he,  with  tears  in  his 
"  eyes)  was  poor  Sir  Thomas,  once  mailer  of  the  drink 
"  I  told  you  of:  he  had  two  fons  (poor  young  maf- 
"  ters !)  that  never  arrived  to  the  age  of  this  beer;  they 
"  both  fell  ill  in  this  very  cellar,  and  never  went  out 
"  upon  their  own  legs.'*  He  could  not  pafs  by  a  broken 
bottle,  without  taking  it  up  to  fhew  us  the  arms  of 
the  family  on  it.     He  then  led  me  up  the  tower,  by 
dark  winding  (lone  fteps,  which  landed  us  into  feveral 
little  rooms,  one  above  another  ;   one  of  thefe  was 
nailed  up,  and  my  guide  whifpered  to  me  the  occafion 
of  it.     It  feems,  two  centuries  ago,  by  a  freak  of  the 
Lady  Frances,  who  was  here  taken  with  a  neighbouring 
prior;  ever  fmce  which,  the  room  has  been  made  up, 
and  branded  with  the  name  of  the  adultery-chamber. 

The 
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The  ghoft  of  Lady  Frances  is  fuppofed  to  walk  here ; 
Ibme  prying  maids  of  the  family  formerly  reported 
that  they  faw  a  lady  in  a  fardingale  through  the  key- 
hole ;  but  this  matter  \^as  huflied  up,  and  the  fer- 
vants  forbid  to  talk  of  it. 

I  muft  needs  have  tired  you  with  this  long  letter  ; 
but  what  engaged  me  in  the  defcription  was  a  gene- 
rous principle  to  preferve  the  memory  of  a  thing  that 
mud  itfelf  foon  fall  to  ruin  ;  nay,  perhaps,  fome  part 
of  it  before  this  reaches  your  hands :  indeed,  I  owe 
this  old  houfe  the  fame  gratitude  that  we  do  to  an  old 
friend,  that  harbours  us  in  his  declining  condition, 
nay  even  in  his  laft  extremities.  I  have  found  this  an 
excellent  place  for  retirement  and  fludy,  where  no  one 
who  pafTes  by  can  dream  there  is  an  inhabitant,  and 
even  any  body  that  would  vifit  me  dares  not  venture 
under  my  roof.  You  will  not  wonder  I  have  tranf- 
lated  a  great  deal  of  Homer  in  this  retreat ;  any  one 
that  fees  it  will  own  I  could  not  have  chofen  a  fitter 
or  more  likely  place  to  converfe  with  the  dead.  As 
foon  as  I  return  to  the  living,  it  fhall  be  to  converfe 
with  the  bed  of  them.  I  hope  therefore  very  fpeedily 
to  tell  you  in  perfon  how  fincerely  and  unalterably 
I  am.  Madam,  Your,  etc.* 

I  beg  Mr.  Wortley  to  believe  me  his  mofl:  humble 
fervant. 

*  It  is  remarkable,  tliat  lliis  defcn'ption  of  an  old  manfion  is 
the  very  faine  with  that  he  fent  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  in 
auivver  to  one  the  Duke  lu-d  given  him  of  Buckingham-houfc. 
See  Letter  XII.  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
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LETTER     IX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Madam,  Cirencefter,  Sept.  15,  1721. 

J  WRITE  this  purely  to  confefs  myfelf  ingenuoufly 
what  I  am,  a  beaft ;  firft,  for  writing  to  you 
without  gilt  paper;  and  fecondly,  for  what  I  faid 
and  did  about  your  harpfichord.  For  which  (and 
for  many  other  natural  reafons)  I  am  juftly  turned  as 
a  beaft  to  grafs  and  parks.  I  deferve  no  better 
pillow  than  a  moflfy  bank,  for  that  head  which 
could  be  guilty  of  fo  much  thoughtlefTnefs,  as  to  pro- 
mife  what  was  not  in  my  power,  without  confider- 
ing  firft  whether  it  was  or  not.  But  the  truth  is, 
I  imagined  you  would  take  it  merely  as  an  excufe, 
had  I  told  you  I  had  the  inftrument  under  fuch  con- 
ditions ;  and  I  likewife  fimply  thought  I  could  ob- 
tain leave  to  lend  it ;  which  failing  on  the  trial,  I 
fuffer  now,  I  find,  in  your  opinion  of  my  veracity, 
partly  from  my  over-forward  defire  to  have  gratified 
you.  The  next  thing  I  can  do,  is  to  intreat  you,  fince 
you  have  not  your  harpfichord,  that  you  would  have 
that  and  the  gallery  together,  for  your  concerts  j 
which  I  fincerely  wlfli  you  could  make  ufe  of,  and 
which  I  take  to  be  mine  to  lend,  unlefs  my  mother 
knows  fome  conditions  againft  it,  to  Mr.  Vernon. 

I  very  much  envy  you  your  mufical  company, 

which  you  have  a  fort  of  obligation  to  believe,  in 

vol-  VIII.  D  D  return 
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return  to  a  man,  who  fmgly  aflerts  your  fine   tafle 
that  way,  in  contradidion  to  the  whole  world. 

It  mufl  be  fure  from  that  piece  of  merit  (for  I  have 
no  other  that  I  know  of  toward  you)  that  you  can  think 
of  flattering  me  at  an  hundred  miles  diflancc,  in  the 
mofl  affefting  manner,  by  a  mention  of  my  trees  and 
garden.  What  an  honour  is  it  to  my  great  walk, 
that  the  fineft  woman  in  this  world  cannot  flir  from 
it?  That  walk  extremely  well  anfwered  the  intent 
of  its  contriver,  when  it  detained  her  there.  But  for 
this  accident,  how  had  I  defpifed  and  totally  forgot 
my  own  little  Cclijichics,  in  the  daily  views  of  the 
noble  fcenes,  openings,  and  avenues,  of  this  im- 
menfe  defign  at  Circncejier?  No  words,  nor  painting, 
nor  poetry,  (not  even  your  own,)  can  give  the  leait 
image  proportionable  to  it.  And  my  Lord  Bathuill 
bids  me  tell  you,  and  the  young  Lady  with  you, 
that  the  defcription  would  cofl:  me  much  more  time 
than  it  would  cofl  you  to  come  hither  ;  which,  if 
you  have  any  regard,  either  for  my  pains  or  reputation, 
you  will  do  to  lave  me  that  trouble,  as  well  as  to 
take  to  yourfelf  the  glory  of  defcribing  it. 

For  lodging  you  need  be  under  no  manner  of  con- 
cern ;  for  he  invites  thither  every  woman  he  fees, 
and  every  man  ;  thofe  of  a  more  aerial  or  mufical  na- 
ture, may  lodge  upon  the  trees  with  the  birds ;  and 
thofe  of  a  more  earthy  or  grofs  temperature,  with  the 
bealls  of  the  fields  upon  the  ground. 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    X. 
TO   THE   SAME. 

Sunday. 

INDEED,  dear  Madam,  'tis  not  poflible  to  tell  you, 
whether  you  give  me  every  day  I  fee  you,  more 
pleafure  or  more  refpedl.  And,  upon  my  word, 
whenever  I  fee  you  after  a  day  or  two's  abfence,  it 
is  in  juft  fuch  a  view  as  that  you  yefterday  had  of 
your  own  writings.  I  find  you  flill  better  than  I 
could  imagine,  and  I  think  I  was  partial  before,  to 
your  prejudice. 

The  pifture  dwells  really  at  my  heart,  and  I  have 
made  a  perfed  pafTion  of  preferring  your  prefent  face 
to  your  paft.  1  know  and  thoroughly  efteem  your- 
felf  of  this  year :  I  know  no  more  of  Lady  iClary 
Pierrepoint,  than  to  admire  at  what  I  have  heard  of 
her,  or  be  pleafed  with  fome  fragments  of  hers  as  I 
am  with  Sappho's.  But  now — I  can't  fay  what  I  would 
fay  of  you  now.  Only  flill  give  me  caufe  to  fay  you 
are  good  to  me,  and  allow  me  as  much  of  your 
perfon  as  Sir  Godfrey  can  help  me  to.  Upon  con- 
ferring with  him  yefterday,  I  find  he  thinks  it  ab- 
folutely  necelfary  to  draw  the  face  firfl,  which  he 
fays  can  never  be  fet  right  on  the  figure,  if  the  drapery 
and  pofture  be  finifhed  before.  To  give  you  as 
little  trouble  as  pofTible,  he  propofes  to  draw  your 
face  with  crayons,  and  finifh  it  up  at  your  own  houfe 

D  D  2  in 
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in  a  morning ;  from  whence  he  will  transfer  it  to 
the  canvas,  fo  that  you  need  not  go  to  fit  at  his 
houfe.  This,  I  mufl  obferve,  is  a  manner  in  which 
they  feldom  draw  any  but  crowned  heads ;  and  I  ob- 
ferve it  with  fecret  pride  and  pleafure. 

Be  fo  kind  as  to  tell  me  if  you  care  he  fliould  do 
this  to-morrow  at  twelve.  Though  I  am  but  affured 
from  you  of  the  thing,  let  the  manner  and  time  be 
what  you  bcfl  like  :  let  every  decorum  you  pleafe,  be 
obferved.  I  fliould  be  very  unworthy  of  any  favour 
from  your  hands,  if  I  defired  any  at  the  expence  of 
your  quiet,  or  conveniency,  in  any  degree. 

1  have  jufl:  received  this  Pamphlet,  which  may  di- 
vert you.     I  am  fmcerely 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER      XI. 
TO  THE  SAMi:. 

iMadam,  Tncfday  inornlng. 

Qo  natural  as  I  find  it  is  to  me,  to  neglect  every  body 
elfe  in  your  company,  I  am  fenfible  I  ought  to 
do  any  thing  that  might  pleafe  you  ;  and  I  fancied, 
upon  recolleclion,  our  writing  the  Letter  you  pro- 
pofed  was  of  that  nature.  I  therefore  fate  down  to 
my  part  of  it  lafl  night,  when  I  fliould  have  gone  out 
of  town.     Whether  or  no  you  will  order  mc,  in  re- 

compence, 
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compence,  to  fee  you  again,  I  leave  to  you  ;  for  in- 
deed I  find  I  begin  to  behave  myfeif  worfe  to  you 
than  to  any  other  woman,  as  I  value  you  more,  and 
yet  if  I  thought  I  fhould  not  fee  you  again,  I  would 
fay  fome  things  here,  which  I  could  not  to  your  per- 
fon.  For  I  would  not  have  you  die  deceived  in  me, 
that  is,  go  to  Conftantinople  without  knowing,  that 
I  am  to  fome  degree  of  extravagance,  as  well  as  with 
the  utmoft  reafon.  Madam, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     XIL 
TO   THE   SAME. 

Madam, 
I F  to  live  in  the  memory  of  others  have  any  thing 

defireable  in  it,  *tis  what  you  poflefs  with  regard  to 
me,  in  the  higheft  fenfe  of  the  words.  There  is  not  a 
day  in  which  your  figure  does  not  appear  before  me; 
your  converfations  return  to  my  thoughts,  and  every 
fcene,  place,  or  occafion,  where  I  have  enjoyed  them, 
are  as  livelily  painted,  as  an  imagination  equally  warm 
and  tender  can  be  capable  to  reprefent  them.  Yet  how 
little  accrues  to  you  from  all  this,  when  not  only  my 
wifiies,  but  the  very  expreffions  of  them,  can  hardly  ever 
arrive  to  be  known  to  you?  I  cannot  tell  whether  you 
have  feen  half  the  letters  I  have  writ;  but  if  you  had,  I 

D  D  3  have 
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have  not  faid  in  them  half  of  what  I  defigned  to  fay ; 
and  you  can  have  feen  but  a  fjiint,  flight,  timorous  Ef- 
chantillon  of  v^hat  my  fpirit  fuggefts,  and  my  hand  fol- 
lows flowly,  and  imperfedly,  indeed  unjuflly,  becaufe 
difcreetly  and  refervedly.  When  you  told  me  there 
was  no  way  left  for  our  correfpondence,  but  by  mer- 
chant fhips,  I  watched  ever  fmce  for  any  that  fet  out, 
and  this  is  the  firft  I  could  learn  of.  I  owe  the  know- 
ledge of  it  to  Mr.  Congreve  (whofe  letters,  with  my 
Lady  Rich*s,  accompany  this).  However  I  was  im- 
patient enough  to  venture  two  from  Mr.  Methuen's 
office ;  they  have  mifcarried,  you  have  loft  nothing 
but  fuch  words  and  wiflies  as  I  repeat  every  day  in 
your  memory,  and  for  your  welfare.  I  have  had 
thoughts  of  caufmg  what  I  write  for  the  future  to  be 
tranfcribed,  and  to  fend  copies  by  more  ways  than 
one,  that  one  at  leaft  might  have  a  chance  to  reach 
you.  The  letters  themfelves  would  be  artlefs  and 
natural  enough  to  prove  there  could  be  no  vanity  in 
this  praQice,  and  to  fhew  it  proceeded  from  the  belief 
of  their  being  welcome  to  you,  not  as  they  came  from 
me,  but  from  England.  My  eye-fight  is  grown  fo 
bad,  that  I  have  left  off  all  correfpondence  except  with 
yourfelf ;  in  which  methinks  I  am  hke  thofe  people 
who  abandcn  and  abftrad:  themfelves  from  all  that 
are  about  them,  (with  whom  they  might  have  bufi- 
nefs  and  intercourfe,)  to  employ  their  addrefles  only  to 
invifible  and  diftant  beings,  whofc  good  offices  and 
favours  cannot  reach  them  in  a  long  time,  if  at  all. 

If 
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If  I  hear  from  you,  I  look  upon  it  as  little  lefs  than 
a  miracle,  or  extraordinary  vifitation  from  another 
world;  'tis  a  fort  of  dream  of  an  agreeable  thing,  which 
fubfifts  no  more  to  me;  but  however  it  is  fuch  a 
dream  as  exceeds  moft  of  the  dull  realities  of  my  life. 
Indeed,  what  with  ill-health  and  ill-fortune,  I  am 
grown  fo  flupidly  philofophical  as  to  have  no  thought 
about  me  that  deferves  the  name  of  warm  or  lively, 
but  that  which  fometimes  awakens  me  into  an  imagi- 
nation that  I  may  yet  fee  you  again.  Compaffionate 
a  poet,  who  has  loft  all  manner  of  romantic  ideas  ; 
except  a  few  that  hover  about  the  Bofphorus  and 
Hellefpont,  not  fo  much  for  the  fine  found  of  their 
names  as  to  raife  up  images  of  Leander,  who  was 
drowned  in  croffing  the  fea  to  kifs  the  hand  of  fair 
Hero.  This  were  a  deftiny  lefs  to  be  lamented,  than 
what  we  are  told  of  the  poor  Jew,  one  of  your  in- 
terpreters, who  was  beheaded  at  Belgrade  as  a  Spy. 
I  confefs  fuch  a  death  would  have  been  a  great  dif- 
appointment  to  me  ;  and  I  believe  Jacob  Tonfon  will 
hardly  venture  to  vifit  you,  after  this  news. 

You  tell  me,  the  pleafure  of  being  nearer  the  Sun 
has  a  great  efFedl  upon  your  health  and  fpirits.  You 
have  turned  my  aifeclions  fo  far  Eaftward,  that  I 
could  almoft  be  one  of  his  worfhippers :  for  I  think 
the  Sun  has  more  reafon  to  be  proud  of  raifmg  your 
fpirits,  than  of  raifing  all  the  plants,  and  ripening  all 
the  minerals  in  the  earth.  It  is  my  opinion,  a  reafon- 
able  man  might  gladly  travel  three  or  four  thoufand 

DD4  leagues  J 
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leagues,  to  fee  your  nature,  and  your  wit,  in  their  full 
perfection.  What  may  not  we  expect  from  a  creature 
that  went  out  the  mofl:  perfect  of  this  part  of  the 
world,  and  is  every  day  improving  by  the  Sun  in  the 
other !  If  you  do  not  now  write  and  fpeak  the  fineft 
things  imaginable,  you  mufl  be  content  to  be  involved 
in  the  fame  imputation  with  the  reft  of  the  Eaft,  and 
be  concluded  to  have  abandoned  yourfelf  to  extreme 
effeminacy,  lazinefs,  and  levvdnefs  of  life. 

I  make  not  the  leaft  queftion  but  you  could  give  me 
great  eclairciffements  upon  many  paffages  in  Homer, 
fmce  you  have  been  enlightened  by  the  fame  Sun  that 
infpired  the  father  of  Poetry.  You  are  now  glowing 
under  the  climate  that  animated  him  ;  you  may  fee 
his  images  rifmg  more  boldly  about  you,  in  the  very 
fcenes  of  his  ftory  and  a£tion  ;  you  may  lay  the  im- 
mortal work  on  fome  broken  column  of  a  Hero's 
fepulchre;  and  read  the  fall  of  Troy  in  the  (hade  of  a 
Trojan  ruin.  But  if,  to  vifit  the  tomb  of  fo  many 
Heroes,  you  have  not  the  heart  to  pafs  over  that  fea 
where  once  a  lover  perifhed ;  you  may  at  leaft,  at 
cafe,  in  your  own  window,  contemplate  the  fields  of 
Afia,  in  fuch  a  dim  and  remote  profpeft,  as  you  have 
of  Homer  in  my  tranflation. 

I  fend  you  therefore  with  this,  the  third  volume  of 
the  Iliad,  and  as  many  other  things  as  fill  a  wooden 
box,  diredcd  to  Mr.  Wortley.  Among  the  reft,  you 
have  all  I  am  worth,  that  is,  my  works:  there  are 
few  things  in  them  but  what  you  have  already  feen, 

except 
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except  the  epiftle  of  Eloifa  to  Abelard,  in  which 
you  will  find  one  palTage,  that  I  cannot  tell  whether  to 
wifh  you  fhould  underftand,  or  not. 

For  the  news  in  London,  I'll  fum  it  up  in  fhort; 
we  have  Mafquerades  at  the  Theatre  in  the  Hay- 
market,  of  Mr.  Heideker*s  injflitution;  they  are  very 
frequent,  yet  the  adventures  are  not  fo  numerous  but 
that  of  my  Lady  Mohun  ftill  makes  the  chief  figure. 
Her  marriage  to  young  Mordant,  and  all  its  circum- 
ftances,  I  fuppofe  you'll  have  from  Lady  Rich  or 
Mifs  Griffith.  The  political  ftate  is  under  great  divi- 
fions,  the  parties  of  Walpole  and  Stanhope  as  vio- 
lent as  Whig  and  Tory.  The  K.  and  P.  continue  two 
names,  there  is  nothing  like  a  coalition,  but  at  the 
Mafquerade;  however  the  Princefs  is  a  diffenter  from 
it,  and  has  a  very  fmall  party  in  fo  unmodifh  a  fepa- 
ration. 

The  lall  I  received  from  your  hands  w^s  from 
Peterwaradin ;  it  gave  me  the  joy  of  thinking  you  in 
good  health  and  humour :  one  or  two  expreffions  in 
it  are  too  generous  ever  to  be  forgotten  by  me.  I 
writ  a  very  melancholy  one  jufl  before,  which  was 
ient  to  Mr.  Stanyan,  to  be  forwarded  through  Hun- 
gary. It  would  have  informed  you  how  meanly  I 
thought  of  the  pleafures  of  Italy,  without  the  qualifi- 
cation of  your  company,  and  that  mere  ftatues  and 
pidures  are  not  more  cold  to  me,  than  I  to  them.  I 
have  had  but  four  of  your  letters  j  I  have  fent  feveral, 
and  wifh  I  knew  how  many  you  have  received.     For 

3  God's 
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God's  fake.  Madam,  fend  to  me  as  often  as  you  can; 
in  the  depcndancc  that  llicre  is  no  man  breathing  more 
conflantly,  or  more  anxioufly  mindful  ot  you.  Tell 
mc  that  you  are  well,  tell  me  that  your  little  fon  is  well, 
tell  me  that  your  very  dog  (if  you  have  one)  is  well. 
Defraud  me  of  no  one  thing  that  pleafes  you :  for  what- 
ever that  is,  it  will  pleale  me  better  than  any  thing  elfe 

can  do. 

I  am  always  yours. 


LETTER     XIIL 

TO   THE   SAME. 

TF  you  mufl:  go  from  us,  I  wifh  at  lead  you  might 
pafs  to  your  banifliment  by  the  moft  pleafant  way ; 
might  ail  your  road  be  rofes  and  myrtles,  and  a  thou- 
fand  obje6ls  rife  round  you,  agreeable  enough  to 
make  England  lefs  dcfireable  to  you.  I  am  glad. 
Madam,  your  native  country  ufes  you  fo  well  as  to 
juflify  your  regret  for  it:  it  is  not  for  me  to  talk  of  it 
with  tears  in  my  eyes ;  I  can  never  think  that  place  my 
country,  where  I  cannot  call  a  foot  of  paternal  earth 
my  own.  Indeed  it  may  feem  fome  alleviation,  that 
when  the  wifell  thing  I  can  do  is  to  leave  my  country, 
that  which  was  molt  agreeable  in  it  fliould  be  taken 
from  thence  beforehand.  1  could  overtake  you  with 
pleafure  in  Italy,  (if  you  took  that  way,)  and  make  that 
Kuir  in  Your  company.  Every  reafonable  entertain- 
ment 
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ment  and  beautiful  view  would  be  doubly  inftruftive 
when  you  talked  of  it.  Ifhould  at  lead  attend  you  to 
the  fea-coaft,  and  call  a  laft  look  after  the  fails  that  tran- 
fported  you,  if  I  liked  Italy  enough  to  refide  in  it- 
But  I  believe,  I  fhould  be  as  uneafy  in  a  country 
where  1  faw  others  perfecuted  by  the  rogues  of  my 
own  religion,  as  where  I  was  fo  myfelf  by  thofe  of 
yours.  And  it  is  not  impoffible  but  I  might  run 
into  Turkey  in  fearch  of  liberty;  for  who  would  not 
rather  live  a  free  man  among  a  nation  of  flaves,  than 
a  flave  among  a  nation  of  free  men? 

In  good  earneft,  if  I  knew  your  motions  towards 
Italy  (on  the  fuppofition  you  go  that  courfe)  and  your 
exaft  time,  I  verily  think  I  fhould  be  once  more  happy 
in  a  fight  of  you,  next  fpring.  I'll  conclude  with  a 
wifh,  God  fend  you  with  us,  or  me  with  you. 

By  what  I  have  feen  of  Monf.  RoulTeau's  works,  I 
fhould  envy  you  his  converfation.  But  I  am  fure  I 
envy  him  yours. 

Mr.  Addifon  has  not  had  one  Epithalamium  that  I 
can  hear  of,  and  mufl  even  be  reduced,  hke  a  poorer 
and  a  better  poet,  Spencer,  to  make  his  own. 

Mr.  Congreve  is  entirely  yours,  and  has  writ  twice 
to  you;  he  is  not  in  town,  but  well;  I  am  in  great 
health,  and  fit  up  all  night;  a  juft  reward  for  a  fever 
I  juft  come  out  of,  that  kept  me  in  bed  feven  days. 

How  may  I  fend  a  large  bundle  to  you? 

I  beg  you  will  put  dates  to  your  letters ;  they  are 
not  long  enough. 

I  might 
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I  might  be  dead,  or  you  in  Yorkfkire,  for  any  thing 
that  I  am  the  better  for  your  being  in  I'own ;  I  have 
been  fick  ever  fmce  I  faw  you  laft,  and  have  now  a 
fwelled  face,  and  very  bad ;  nothing  will  do  me  fo 
much  good  as  the  fight  of  dear  Lady  Mary;  when  you 
come  this  way  let  me  fee  you,  for  indeed  I  love 
you. 


^.^^ 
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[We  find  by  Letter  xix  to  Dr.  Atterbury,  (p.  1 18  of  this 
volume,)  that  the  Duchefs  of  Bucklnghamlhire  would  have 
engaged  Mr.  Pope  to  draw  her  hulband's  charafter.  But 
though  he  refufed  this  office,  yet  in  his  Epiftle,  on  the  Cha- 
rnSfer  of  Wometiy  thefe  lines. 

To  heirs  unknown  defcends  th'  unguarded  ftore, 
Or  wanders,  heav'n-direfted,  to  the  poor  *, 

are  fuppofed  to  mark  her  out  in  fuch  a  manner  as  not  to  be 
miftaken  for  another ;  and  having  faid  of  himfelf  that  he 
held  a  lie  in  profe  and  verfe  to  be  the  fame :  All  this  together 
gave  a  handle  to  his  enemies,  fmce  his  death,  to  publilh  the 
following  paper  (intitled.  The  CharaBer  of  Katherine,  etc.) 
as  written  by  him.  On  which  account  (in  vindication  of 
the  deceafed  poet)  we  have  fubjoined  to  it  a  letter  to  a 
friend,  that  will  let  the  reader  fully  into  the  hiftory  of  the 
writing  ^xiA  publication  of  this  extraordinary  Character.] 

W. 

*  Thefe  two  lines  are  in  the  charafter  of  Atoffa,  who  was  the 
Duchefs  of  Marlborough,  and  not  Buckingham. 
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THE   CHARACTER  OF 

K  A  T  H  E  R  I  N  E, 

LATE 

DUCHESS    OF   BUCKINGHAMSHIRE 
AND   NORMANBY. 

BY   THE   LATE    MR.    POPE. 

CHE  was  the  daughter  of  James  the  Second,  and  of 
the  Countefs  of  Dorchefter,  who  inherited  the 
Integrity  and  virtue  of  her  father  with  happier  fortune. 
She  was  married  firil  to  James  earl  of  Anglefey;  and 
fecondly,  to  John  Sheffield  duke  of  Buckinghamfhire 
and  Normanby ;  with  the  former  Ihe  exercifed  the 
virtues  q{  patience  and  fuffering,  as  long  as  there  was 
any  hopes  of  doing  good  by  either ;  with  the  latter 
all  other  conjugal  virtues.  The  man  of  fineft  fenfe 
and  Iharpefl  difcernment,  llie  had  the  happinefs  to 
pleafe  ;  and,  in  that  found  her  only  pleafure.  When 
he  died,  it  feemed  as  if  his  fpirit  was  only  breathed 
into  her,  to  fulfil  what  he  had  begun,  to  perform 
what  he  had  concerted,  and  to  preferve  and  watch 
over  what  he  had  left,  his  only  fon ;  in  the  care  of 
whofe  health,  the  forming  of  whofe  mind,  and  the 
improvement  of  whofe  fortune,  fhe  a6led  with  the 
condud  and  fenfe  of  the  father,  foftened,  but  not 

over- 


(     4i6     ) 

overcome,  with  the  tendernefs  of  the  mother.     Her 
underftanding  was  fuch  as  muft  have  made  a  figure, 
had  it  been  in  a  man  ;  but  the  modefty  of  her  fex 
threw  a  veil  over  its  luflre,  which  neverthelefs  fup- 
prefl'cd  only  the  exprefllon,  nut  the  exertion  of  it ; 
for  her  fenfe    was    not    fuperior    to   her    refolution, 
which,  when  once  flie  was  in  the  right,  preferved  her 
from  making  it  only  a  tranfition  to  the  wrong,  the 
frequent   weaknefs   even  of  the  befl  women.     She 
often  followed  wife  counfel,  but  fometimes  went  be- 
fore it,  always  with  fuccefs.     She  was  poflclTed  of  a 
fpirit,  which  aflifled  her  to  get  the  better  of  thofe  ac- 
cidents which  admitted  of  any  redrefs,  and  enabled 
her  to  fupport  outwardly,  with  decency  and  dignity, 
thofe  which  admitted  of  none  ;  yet  melted  inwardly, 
through  almofl:  her  whole  life,  at  a  fucceflion  of  me- 
lancholy and  affeding  objects,  the  lofs  of  all  her  child- 
ren, the  misfortunes  of  relations  and  friends^  public 
and  private^  and  the  death  of  thofe  who  were  dearefl: 
to  her.     Her  heart  was  as  companionate  as  it  was 
great :   her  affedions  warm  even  to  folicitude :    her 
friendfliip  not  violent  or  jealous,  but  rational  and  per- 
fevering :  her  gratitude  equal  and  conftant  to  the  liv- 
ing ;  to  the  dead  boundlefs  and  heroical.    What  per- 
fon  foever  flie  found  worthy  of  her  efteem,  Ihe  would 
not  give  up  for  any  power  on  earth  ;  and  the  greatefl: 
on  earth  whom  fhe  could  not  cdeem,  obtained  from 
her  no  farther  tribute  than  decency.     Her  good-will 
was  wholly  directed  by  merit,  not  by  accident ;  not 

meafured 
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meafured  by  the  regard  they  profefled  for  her  own 
defert,  but  by  her  idea  of  theirs :  and  as  there  was  no 
merit  which  fhe  was  not  able  to  imitate,  there  was 
none  which  fhe  could  envy :  therefore  her  conver- 
fation  was  as  free  from  detradion  as  her  opinions  from 
prejudice  or  prepoiTeffion.  As  her  thoughts  were  her 
own,  fo  were  her  words ;  and  fhe  was  as  fmcere  in 
uttering  her  judgment,  as  impartial  in  forming  it. 
She  was  a  fafe  companion  ;  many  were  ferved,  none 
ever  fuifered  by  her  acquaintance :  inoffenfive,  when 
unprovoked ;  when  provoked,  not  flupid  :  but  the 
moment  her  enemy  ceafed  to  be  hurtful,  fhe  could 
ceafe  to  acl  as  an  enemy.  She  was  therefore  not  a 
bitter  but  confiflent  enemy  :  (though  indeed,  when 
forced  to  be  fo,  the  more  a  finiflied  one  for  having 
been  long  a  making.)  And  her  proceeding  with  ill 
people  was  more  in  a  calm  and  fleady  courfe,  like 
juftice,  than  in  quick  and  palTionate  onfets,  like  re- 
venge. As  for  thofe  of  whom  fhe  only  thought  ill, 
fhe  confidered  them  not  fo  much  as  once  to  wifh  them 
ill ;  of  fuch,  her  contempt  was  great  enough  to  put 
a  flop  to  all  other  palfions  that  could  hurt  them. 
Her  love  and  averfion,  her  gratitude  and  refentment, 
her  efleem  and  neglect,  were  equally  open  and  flrong, 
and  alterable  only  from  the  alteration  of  the  perfons 
who  created  them.  Her  mind  was  too  noble  to  be 
^nfmcere,  and  her  heart  too  honefl  to  fland  in  need 
of  it ;  fo  that  fhe  never  found  caufe  to  repent  her 
conduct  either  to  a  friend  or  an  enemy.  There  re- 
voL.  VIII.  E  E  mains 
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I  writ  that  character,  after  a  ftory  which  I  will  tell  you 
in  your  ear,  and  to  yourfelf  only.  There  was  ano- 
ther CharaBer  written  of  hetyGrace  by  herfelf  (with 
what  help,  I  know  not)  ;  but  flie  (liewed  it  me  in  her 
blots,  and  prelTed  me,  by  all  the  adjurations  of  friend- 
fhip,  to  give  her  my  fmcere  opinion  of  it.  I  afted 
honeftly  and  did  fo.  She  feemed  to  take  it  patiently, 
and,  upon  many  exceptions  which  I  made,  engaged 
me  to  take  the  whole,  and  to  felect  out  of  it  jufl  as 
much  as  I  judged  might  fland,  and  return  her  the 
copy.  I  did  fo.  Immediately  fhe  picked  a  quarrel 
with  me,  and  we  never  faw  each  other  in  five  or  fix 
years.  In  the  mean  time,  flie  ihewed  this  charader 
(as  much  as  was  extracted  of  it  in  my  hand-writing) 
as  a  compofition  of  my  own,  in  her  praife.  And  very 
probably  it  is  now  in  the  hands  of  Lord  Hari'ey.  Dear 
Sir,  I  fincerely  wi(h  you,  and  your  whole  family, 
(whofe  welfare  is  fo  clofely  connected,)  the  beft  health 
and  truefl:  happinefs ;  and  am  (as  is  alfo  the  mafler  of 

this  place) 

Your,  etc. 
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